e 


BLOODY HORROR 


THE TERRIFYING 
AND INCREDIBLE 


a, JOY BUZZER PSN 
| rele yet Windup novelty you wear like ae 3 } 
“7h YAR Y SHOCKING: hand. Thats A " \ 
bes IY ~ ae solutely harmless. mm 


| Ne. 239 Only 50c 
\ 


ATOMIC SMOKE BOMB 
Light one and watch tne col- 
umn of thick white smoke rise 
to the ceiling and expand into 
a dense cloud. Sensational sur- 
prising effect 


PEN SIZE—CLIPS ON 
YOUR POCKET. 6 POWER MAGNIFIER. 

Six power wide field magnifier is great for 
watching sporting events, nature study, girl 
watching and counter spying. Also contains a 30 
Power microscope Not a toy but a real optical 


RICK BASEBAL 


It bounces cockeyed, it 


THE NON-STOP 
CLACKING TEETH 


trument 
These "Falsies seem curves, it dips, it's im- me No. F59 $1.50 | No. 971 20e 
to be alive--they're possible to catch. It's! SEE BEHIND GLASSES = 
always sounding off! sure to set all the kids [ 
Just set them out any- on the block spinning A specially treated pair of Sunglasses INSTANT PATCHES eR ena rede ALL 9 FOR 


i with secret mirrors that enable you to 
atte: it ie ahi see behind you without anyone knowing 


of this amazing base-| that you're watching 


ball. No. 30 ; 75¢€ 
No. 158 $1.00 cary, Life-Size 


< - MONSTER GHOST 


Obeys Your Commands! 
OVER 7 FEET TALL 


Scare the dayligncs out 

of your "victim" as this 
terrifying life size ghost 
hovers and darts over him. 
Can be controlled up to 
50 feet away so you can 
hide while watching your 
victim. Complete instruc- 
tions included. 


whe and they'll go 

into action...yakity, 
yakity, yak. A great 
party companion. Good 
for a thousand laughs. 
Item No. 666....$1.75 


ee SILENT DOG 
8a |” WHISTLE <— 
| See 
NS 4 
ae 
Place a chair it 


under a cushion. | This whistle can’t be heard by 
then watch the fun | human ears, but Rover can, hear 
when someone sits | it half a mile away. Your dog will 
down! It gives forth | understand that this whistle is for 


embarrassing noises. | him alone. Be amazed how quickl 
Made of rubber, and | he responds. sis 


inflatable. A scream | No. 701 : $1.00 


INSTANT ATTENTION-GETTERS $1.59 


Here's a bright color- 
ful collection of easy 
-On patches to liven 
up your dungarees, 
T-shirts, and cut- 
offs. Just place them 
where you want 
them, press with a 
warm iron and 
they're permanently 
bonded to withstand 
repeated washings 
That's all there is to 
t! Brighten up your 
“‘threads"’ with these 
f patches. All 
for only $1.50 


Item No. 667., 


RAQUEL seins e$1350 set 
en ae WELCH 
e@ in two in 
ither hole. Put PILLOW 
finger in top aay 
hole and cigar- What man wouldn't 
= ette in lower. $498 enjoy 
‘“ The cigorette is might 


cut, but your 
finger is un- 
harmed. Full in- 
structions. § 1 
INo. 6222 


% 


THROW YOUR VOICE 


Throw your voice into trunks, 
behind doors, everywhere. Fits in 
your mouth out of sight. Fool 


tegner trends, tami. free | CUMPLETE SPECIAL INVESTIGATOR 


Neetay, 2c | $ BADGE & CARRYING CASE FULL SIZE SKELETON 


onty 7 FEET TALL 
$275 EYES GLOW IN 
THE DARK 


This 7 foot tall ‘‘BO- 
NEY THE SKELETON’ is 
scary enough at any time 


MONEY CHANGER 


of rugged v 
as your headrest. 
for yourself or sh 

your friends, L 

party when 
sees and feels this gre 
item, 


RR15.... $1.98 


No. 70 ___ $130 


Dime-operateu une armed Bandit” 
works like those in Las Vegas. Deposit 
dime, pull handle, and reels spin like 
the reai thing. Dimes are removable. 
Should not be used for gambling. 


This professional type 
detective badge kit 


Weighted 


. —but wait till you see him 

Wristlets WORLDS UGLIEST HANDS] and case includes an oe ee ie all bis 
extra heavy silvered eee cee a 

< grandeur, eyes lowin 

eee Taene: Aguby nickle badge for use Tike fiery coals. If you like 

paws'' on and watch by private and special| TRICK BLACK SOAP to haunt houses or fright. 


your friends dis- 
appear. Ugh! They're 


friends, this is for you! 
Or hang ‘‘Boney”’ in your 
room or to liven up a par, 


investigators PLUS Ordinary looking piece 
awful! If you're got ae ee ease ce nd cute picker 
: 8 and I.D. Card. Impress nd gets blacker 
; ys and blacker. Wh 
oe your friends with this] gets a look in the mir. 
ar have fun(?) official looking nov- te he'll be shocked. 
with them. elty. No.860...$2.75 arieees Only 35¢ 
Item No, 607,..$).98 s No. 575 ’ 


; FOAMING SUGAR 
Rx Looks like real chew- Looks just like real si but that's 


le ing gum but tastes like where the resembian: ps. When 
a ONIONS! It’s too funny! it's dropped in liquid, they = 


F200 $1 00 


‘Power Packed” Arm Builders 
To Give you mighty striking power 


“Power Packed" wristlets build the pow- 
erful arms you want without special equip- 
ment or exercises. Just wear these rugged 
lead weighted wristlets during your ordinary 
activities at work or play. 


“TRS | | surprise packace 
HOT PEPPER Gum Are you willing to take 


a chance? We won't 
Lots of FUN passing owt mis} tell you what you get, 
Spearmint Gem wit Het Pup Dut because you're will- 
per added. Reguistion pact. S| ing to gambie. we'll 
sticks im Cello wrapped pactagr give you more than 
te hose it fresh our money's worth 
Paper, turn the knot Al21 25¢ 0. 678 Snly Soc 
and... OUT COMES A REAL egusm Bee om me me me — ee ee ee ey 
DOLLAR BILL! Insert the dol- sEerie.arkay.de FREE oept. ¢72cxu rT 
rence (pecnankes to a $5 1435 WHLBUR ST.. EYNBRQOK, Ndi PIS6B 1 
A135 1.25 9 Rush me the items |isted below If | am not 100% satisfied 
= | may return any part of my purchase after 10 days FREE 
TRIAL for full refund of purchase price 1 


and form clouds of suds. Seems as 


Sect Riedie s ) 5 slices to a pack. though it'll never stop. 
te _ ..25¢ 


MONEYMAKER 


Insert a blank piece of 


MUSCLES OF STEEL 
Results in just 30 days 
Pocket gym slaps inches of 
muscle on your arms and torso 
Gain the respect of your friends 
—the admiration of the girls. 
Keep fit and healthy. Fear no 


MAGIC CARDS 


Deck is marked and stripped. Can 
be read from the back but looks 
like ordinary deck. With instruc- 


GROW AMAZING LIVE <'- 


{* Sea-MONKEYS: ° 


a one! Made of heavy rubber Ann . 
tions for 10 terrific tricks. Lm, Just ADO WATER And You 4 
F i] ly $1, 
WEREWOLF No. 700 only $1.00 Tne. 103 $1.50 [YW INSTANT PE 
HORROR MASK 


This rubber mask | OVER 1000 FREE GIFTS we ee aad Ip 


is so grotesque {| YOURS FOR THE ASKING 

This miracle book gives the 
addresses of associations, fed 
eral agencies) and manutac 
turers that are anxious to send 
you ABSOLUTELY FREE samples 
manuals, and books. A fabulous 
treasure trove completely up 
to-date which will bring you 
gifts worth many times its low 


cest item -88 50c 


-We cannot accept orders totaling less than $1 00 | 
} NAME & NUMBER OF ITEM [HOW MANY |TOTAL ged | 


Sas | 


— = +— - 


+ 


| } 


What fun and laughs as you watch al 
your zoo full of Sea Monkeys obey§ i 
your commands, dance to music, = 


and loop-the-loop. A ‘Variety Please add 25¢c to total order tor postage and handling. 
s TOTAL AMOUNT ENCLOSED | — ik 


Show" for the whole family for l ————————— 
| 


that it is sure 
to shake up the 
whole neighbor- 
hood. Be the 
"Werewolf!" that 
prowls again! 
Noy. 26W. 2.91.98 


only $1. FREE Instruction Book, 
water purifier, and a FULL YEAR 
supply of growth food. 

NOE PRLS raises sm ayaetecer,. amalld $1.00 


gAOoREss ZIP 


NY State residents acd state ana i2cal sales tax 
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By a strange twist of fate and a grisly series of events a 
small time underworld hood finds himself turned into a:rat. 


THE DEMON'S NIGHT 
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Your NAME IS CHARLIE 
PATCH ... AN ORDINARY GUY, 
BUT YOU HAD DREAMS OF 
SOMETHING MORES THAT 
WAS YOUR TROUBLE... 


THIS WAS YOU AT ONE TIME... 
WITH YOUR BEES, NOT A CARE IN 
THE WORLD! 


COME OUT 
YOU RASCALS! 
YOU _KNOW 

YOUR FRIEND + 
DON'T You! 


AND HERE COMES YOUR EMPLOYER 


«+e A WEALTHY CHARMING AND JUST. 
WOMAN ... 


HEY CHARLIE! 
H'YAR COMES 
MISS CAROL! 


HELP! pur 


ME DOWN! 
ANEEEE SL! 


AND REMEMBER HOW PROUD 
YOU_WERE, CHARLIE, WHEN 
SHE TOOK AN INTEREST IN 
yous —————— 


+ IN TOP 
a+ AND YOU, 


CHARLIE... ARE 
THE BEE-HIVES 
IN GOOD 
CONDITION ? 


HELLO, Boys! How 
1S EVERYTHING 
GOING ? 


HEAR THEIR 
DEEP BUZZIN? 
THAT MEANS 
THEY'RE STRONG 
AND HEALTHY! 


HOWDY, Miss 
CAROL /.JUST 


IN GENERAL, I_FIND EVERY- 
THING WELL-TENDED! I’M 
VERY | 

THAT'S 
SURE DE- 
CENT OF 
YOU, MISS 


BONUS IN YOUR 
PAYCHECKS / 


THEN WHEN SHE SINGLED YOU OUT AGAIN, 


THERE GOES A FINE PERSON/ 
ONLY WOMAN I'VE LIKED WORK- 
ING FOR/ SHE TREATS ALL O'US 
FAIR AN’ SQUARE / 


CHARLIE, YOUR HEART ALMOST STOPPED 
BEATING / 


WELL.,, GOODBYE, BOYS! 
T’'LL BE OVER NEXT SATUR- 
Day! TAKE SPECIAL CARE 
OF THE BEES CHARLIE! 


THEY LED you THROUGH MAZE AFTER B-BUT...I...THIS YOU DO US SILENCE/ I HAVE 
MAZE... PASSAGEWAY AFTER PASSAGE - IS INSANE! T'M A GREAT SPOKEN ! PRE- 
WAY...UNTIL YOU STOOD BEFORE THE ONLY A WORKER INJUSTICE PARE HIM FOR 
MOST BEAUTIFUL CREATURE YOU HAD v+B.A DRONE YOU } MAJESTY! 
EVER SEEN / MIGHT SAY! AND YOU SINGLE 
i YOU'RE A... OUT AN 
INSIGNIFICENT 
WELCOME, CHARLIE DRONE ! , 
PATCH! IN RETURN Bzzzz! 
FOR YOUR LIFE- 


LONG SERVICES 
YOU SHALL 
BECOME MY 
MATE / 


YOU WERE TAKEN TO A FOR YOU TO BE 

SPECIAL CHAMBER _TO CHOSEN OVER WASN’ 

BE DRESSED FOR THE Os! WE WILL My 

CEREMONY... NOT PERMIT DoING! 
be AAAGHH! 


So, IN A FEW MOMENTS, | I'S NOT RIGHT 


THESE WORKER BEES 
DON’T MIND ME AT ALL... 
BUT THE DRONES... 
= THEYRE ANGRY/ 


You SHALL NOT LIVE/ SURROUND HIM, ONE BY ONE, THE HUGE FURRY STINGERS PLUNGED 

BROTHERS/ STIFLE HIM WITH OUR WINGS! INTO YOUR BODY, FILLING YOU WITH THEIR VENOM! 

STING HIM TO DEATH! THE DARKNESS CLOSED IN... YOU WERE FALLING... 
FALLING ... n 


NO DON'TH Y...A...AHHH! 
WH..,.WHA ? WHERE AM L? 
OHHH...I MUST HAVE BEEN 
DREAMING! BRRR...! 


es \ 
i Wee 
S ~ 


Y, 
Whar la, 


wal 
fy 


NEVER IN ALL MY YEARS HAVE I 
GOTTEN SUCH A WHOPPER ! IMAGINE 
GIANT BEES STINGING ME TO DEATH! 
AND... WHERE WOULD A FELLA 
LIKE ME HAVE HALF A CHANCE 
WITH MISS CAROL ? 


THE NEXT MORNING, YOU GOT A MEGSAGE FROM THE MANSION 
++,AND THE OTHER WORKERS NOTICED IT, DIDN'T THEY? 


YOU SURE SHE WANTS ME TO 
COME" UP THERE? I...I'M KINDA 
RIGHT NOW! CAN SHE WAIT WHILE 
I PUT ON SOME DECENT THINGS 2 


YEAH, CHARLIE! SHE'D 
UKE THAT! SHE KEEPS 
MENTIONING YOUR 
NAME! HA, HA... 


You FELT GOOD TO BE CLEAN... 
AND YOU RELISHED THE IDEA 
OF BEING WITH CAROL LEIGHTON! 


$0 THAT'S WHY DON'T 
I ASKED YOU UP / WORRY, 
HERE, CHARLIE! MISS CAROL! 


THE FAIR iS 
VERY IMPORTANT 
TO ME - BOTH 
IN PRESTIGE 

AND IN MONEY 


YOU KNOW RUFF! 
SEEMS CHARLIE IS 
GETTING TOO BIG 

FER HIS BRITCHES! 
HE GOT NO RIGHT 

TO HOB NOB WITH 
MISS CAROL! SHE‘LL 
BE PAYING ALL 
HER ATTENTION 
TO HIM... AND 

WE'LL GET. NO 
MORE PAY- 
Raises ! 


YEAH! CALL 
THE BOYS. 
T'GETHER! 


++ AND, CHARUE So YOU WALKED OUT OF THE 
ALWAYS: BIG MANSION, LIGHT !N HEART, 

DRESS LIKE THAT/ FLOATING ON THE CLOUDS... 

YOU’RE NOT SWIMMING IN THE THOUGHT 

BAD LOOKING, OF CAROL LEIGHTON! 

YOU_KNOW : 

I NEED A 

BODYGUARD WHO EVER SAID DREAMS DON'T 

AROUND THE COME TRUE ? 

HOUSE... YOU 

MIGHT FIT 


THE BILL.../ 


HELLO, YOU POOR _RANNIES 
WORK YOUR HEADS OFF! I 
GOT ME A BETTER JOB... 
IN THERES. 


THATS IT FELLAS! 
-7EAR HIM 


‘APART/ 


TOO BAD I'M NOT A REAL 
RAT LIKE HIM, I_ COULD 
SNEAK AWAY EASILY/ 


1 \ 


MEANWHILE, ON BOARD THE AFRICAN BEAUTY... 


I HAVE 
HEARD A LOT 
ABOUT YOUR 
CAREFUL RESEARCH 
WITH THAT PROFESSOR 
TRUNK, MEN! OGDEN, 
IT CONTAINS EXACTLY 
MY LIFE WHAT HAVE 
YOU BEEN 
DOING ? 


I'VE DEVELOPED A FLUID THAT 
I'M GURE WILL BRING LIFE TO 
DEAD MATTER. CAREFUL 
THERE, CAREFUL! 


JUST THAT RATS LUCK 

TO BE WHERE I CAN'T 

GET HIM! HMMM... T 

WONDER ... MAYBE I 
CAN GET HIM 


BS 
a 


THERE'S NAILS! HE... HE'S 
SPOTTED ME... BUT HE WON'T 
DARE SHOOT WITH ALL 

THESE PEOPLE AROUND ME! 


IF L CATCH THAT 


I CAN SEND THE 
TRUNK DOWN 
ON HIS 

HEAD! 


AAAHHH! IT... 
TTS HORRIBLE! I... 
I CAN'T LOOK! 


Meanwiite, fi 
LIQUID 
| FROM THE 
IT’S GHASTLY! HIS BODY... SMASHED TO PROFESSORS 
A PULP... AND. MIXED WITH THE REMAINS SHATTERED 
OF THAT DOCK RAT THAT WAS ALONGSIDE TRUNK 
HIM. SLOWLY 
FILTERED 
OUT, DRIP- 
PING OVER 
THE TWO 
Bopies ! 


Later... MAYBE THE SOLUTION : 

IS GIVI i Te HAI 
I THOUGHT 1 SAW MASS OF DEAD FLESH! 
SOMETHING MOVE.../ OH... NO... THAT WOULD 
BE HORRIBLE! 


Yet, WHEN THE MEDICAL EXAMINER 


ARIIVERes THAT'S IMPOSSIBLE 
I DON’T GET «+» UNLESS... 


IT. THERE Is UNLESS WHAT THAT 

NOTHING HERE PROFESSOR SAID 

BUT A COUPLE REALLY 
HAPPENED! 


AT THAT MOMENT, A FEW 
AWAY... 


TM ALIVE... AFTER THAT 
TERRIBLE ACCIDENT... 
AND I'M WALKING ON 
ALL FOURS LIKE AN 
ANIMAL! 
WHAT'S 

HAPPENED 
TO ME? 


HUNDRED YARDS | j 
a Shy 1,.. 'VE CHANGED! 
I HAVE A BODY 
OF A RAT/ 


A uttLe LATER... AWW... JUST YOUR 
IMAGINATION /_ WHADDYE 
THINK... BENNY’S 
COMING BACK TO 
HAUNT US ? 


I'LL GET NAILS AFTER WHAT HE DID! 
ILL GET THEM ALL... WITH TOOTH AND 
CLAW! NOBODY WILL BE SAFE FROM 

- BENNY, THE RAT! 


Hey! WH - WHATS 
THAT 2? L-LOOKS 
LIKE A GIANT 

RATS 


Ir...TT /S BENNY! 
HE... HE'S CHANGED 
INTO A REAL RAT! 


DIDN'T EXPECT 
ME BACK DID 
You, BOYS? 


AAAAAHHH! 
NO! LEMMME 


NEXT, 
NAILS / 


WItH TEETH RIPPING AND CLAWS SLASHING, 
BENNY DEALT OUT DEATH! 


-NAILS GOT AWAY, BUT THE 
REST OF YOU WON'T! 


=YEECH! 
-—WHEN NAILS 


GET A LOOK 
AT YOU HELL 


I SEE NAILS LEFT YOU TO HER IT... IT’S ONLY 
SAVE HIS OWN HIDE/ BUT BLOOD A RAT... A BIG, 
I'LL GET REVENGE ON CHILLED BIG RAT,..0-DON‘T 
KHIM THROUGH YOU! WITH HURT ME--- 


TERROR... KNOW I CAN 
-THOSE HURT! 
FEW i 

MOMENTS 


E 
GIRL INTO 
AGIBBER- 
ING OLD 
Woman / 


WE’RE ALL TOGETHER 
AGAIN, BOYS, HOW 
DOES IT FEEL TO BE 
THE GUESTS OF 
BENNY THE 
RAT? 


NOW TO BURROW A HOLE NEAR 
THE RUINS OF THAT OLD TENEMENT, 
AND HIDE OUT, COME ON, RED, 

I... CAN... USE... YOU. 


A GUY CAN REALLY  ) s2224 . EEEHHH NEVER EXPECTED 
GO PLACES WITH HELP/ A RAT-BURGLAR, 
FOUR 4 i DID YOU? 


LUCKY I FOUND THAT OLD 
DRAINPIPE LEADING UNDER 
THE BANK, WITH THESE CLAWS 
ICAN DIG MY WAY UP I CAN’T BUY ANYTHING 
THROUGH ANYTHING! 1. BUT I CAN USE 
THIS STUFF TO GET 
POWER OVER THE 


MEANWHILE... AND, WHILE A WHOLE CITY SOUGHT HIM... 


HAL WAL THEY'LL. NEVER 
I'LL GET EVEN, KaTE!... GET ME! MY GEMS AND 
I'VE FOUND OUT WHERE HE MONEY.., SO BEAUTIFUL! 
IS... AND I GOT A PLAN! 


ONE EVENING... I GOT IN FOR WHAT ? IT ISN'T THE 
TOUCH -WHAT GOOD DOUGH...BUT_ | -WHATYVE You 
NAILS! WH-WHAT ARE YOU WITH ALL IS MONEY YOU'LL BE THE GOT IN 
DOING HERE? | THE MOBS TO ME? BIG WHEEL THERE ? 
| AND WE IN THE CITY,.. 
| WANT You AND BESIDES, 
-IT'S OKAY, TO TAKE THERE'S 
CHUM! T OVER! THIS... 
THINK WE 
CAN HELP 
EACH OTHER! 


SURE... L KNEW 
THAT CHOW WOULD 


| DON’T YOU SEE ? YOU CAN’T WALK 
MAKE YOU SEE IT 
RIGHT! 


INTO A RESTAURANT... OR INTO A 
| STORE... BUT WE CAN BRING 
YOU EVERVTHING .., LIKE 
| THIS STEAK AND FRENCH 
FRIES IL BOUGHT. 


YEH, I ALWAYS... YEAH, BENNY, I DID! 
OWWW... WHAT... WHAT ‘ YOU JUST_DOWNED 
DID YOU PUT IN THIS? ENOUGH RAT PO/SON 
YOU... YOU. DIDN'T... 2 TO KILL A WHOLE 
ARMY OF RATS! 


T HAVE AN UNCLE 
WHO LIVES NEARBY! 
WEILL LOOK FOR 
HIM TOMORROW 
ANDww 


‘STEPHAN ! 
LOOK ! THE 
VAMPIRE BATS! 
THEY'VE 
SEEN uSs/ 
RUNS 


Bes FEAR CLUTCHES 


HORRIBLE 
VAMPIRE BATS 
WHICH MAKE 
THEIR LAIR 
IN THIS 
REGION 
BORDERING 
TRANSYLVANIA... 


THE Woops! MY 
ONLY CHANCE 1S 
TO HIDE IN A 
THICKET! 


4. bi 
GEE, 
STEPHAN! 
YAAAAH! 


Mome; 4 UGH! IT'S HORRIBLE! THE STEPHAN, HIS FALSE COURAGE GONE, RUNS 
LATER. BA L_ MUST GET AWAY... WILDLY, SEEKING REFUGE... AND AS HE PLUNGES 
3 FIND A PLACE DEEPER INTO THE Wwoobs. 


i SISTERS! ITIS THE DARK OF 
B THE MOON! WITNESS, 
CREATURES OF OUTER 


COME, WE TAKE YOUR NEARBY /S THe HOUSE OF DARKNESS, A ROTTING PLACE WHERE =e} 
5 


HAND AND LEAD You TO 


TE oe : THIS IS OUR \-/ AY, BLOOD MONEY IT'S THE LAW 
: TREASURE \/ AND JEWELS! WITH ] _ OF OUTER 
TAINTED THIS TREASURE, YE DARKNESS! ONLY 
BY EVIL! MugT Buy A A MORTAL BY GIVING THE 
MASTER A 


SOUL FOR OUR 

MASTER MORTAL SOUL 
CAN WE 
SURVIVE! 


¥ 
a> 


FEAR NOT, SISTERS! 
THERE ARE FEW WHO 
CAN RESIST GREED/ Now, 
DEPART AND LEAVE ME 

TO MY WORK ! 


EXCUSE ME, My 
FRIEND! T HAVE SOME- 
THING TO DO, AND LIVING 

ALONE THERE IS NO. 


AT LAST, 
A House ! MAKE HIM 


WELCOME / 


THERE |S A CHEST 
To BE MOVED! I'LL 
BE GRATEFUL FOR 


JUST SHOW 
ME WHERE 
Iris! 


YOUR HELP! IT IS 
RATHER HEAVy/ r, 


ONE TO SHARE THE 
BURDEN ! 


AT SIGHT OF THE TREASURE, A 

CRAFTY EXPRESSION CROSSES 

HIS FACE... THE TEMPTATION /S 
TOO GREAT... 


THIS IS MY CHANCE! © 
CANT USE THE JEWELS... 
BUT THE MONEY../T'LL 

BE EASY! 


Way 


HER BLOOD HAS 


Bur AS HIS HAND TOUCHES THE MONEY, THREE 
SOILED THE MONEY! HIDEOUS WITCHES APPEAR... 
SQUEAMISH-- HE HAS TAKEN THE WH-WHAT IS 
MONEY 1S MONEY! BLOOD MONEY! THE THIS 7 WHO 
BARGAIN 1S MADE! HIS ARE You 2 
SOUL |S FORFEIT! 


witcHes! I FORGOT TILL DO ANYTHING 
THAT THIS |S THE YOU ASK... ANYTHING! 
FEARFUL NIGHT! THERE'S BUT DON'T DOOM 
YOUR MONEY! ME TO ETERNITY! 
LET ME Go! 
sTiRS! SHE, 


Buy BACK 
HIS SOUL ! 


YOU MUST TAKE A MORTAL'S 


AY, THAT IS THE LAW! BLOOD 
LIFE! THERE 15 A MAN WE 


FOR BLOOD! A SOUL 
HATE AND FEAR FOR HE HAS FoR A Soul! 
BANDED THE VALLEY PEOPLE 
AGAINST US! WE'LL POINT 
HIM OUT AND YOU MUST 
SLAY HIM! 


THIS IS OUR CHANCE HE IS WISE IN THE 
TO DESTROY KONRAD WAYS OF WITCH- 
MARKOV! GIVE HIM CRAFT! HEIS A 

YOUR KNIFE, SISTER ! DANGEROUS 
y é ENEMY! 


COME... WEILL AN AT THE HOME OF KONRAD MARKOY... 
POINT THE MAN ALL RIGHT! 
OUT! TAKE THE ALL RIGHT! HAVE NO FEAR MY oop! WE'LL LEAVE IN 

KNIFE! FRIENDS / WE'LL SOON A GROUP, CARRYING 

: RUN THE WITCHES THE HOLY ROOD, TO 

INTO THE GROUND! DRIVE THEM AWAY 
ON THIS FEARFUL 

NIGHT! 


LATER... | (THE DOGS ARE RESTLESS) “THAT'S THE MAN! 
TILL LET THEM ROAM WEILL LURE THE DOGS 

THE GROUNDS AWAY! STRIKE HIM 
DOWN AND FLEE! 


(cele LATER... 


TAKE THE SPELL 
OFF THE DOGS! 
LET THEM GO 

AFTER HIM! 


IT'S A GOOD THING WE 
WEREN'T FAR. Awly AND 


THOSE DO 


TORN YOU TO PIECES! 4 


STEAM, Hea HE HE ican 
twee, td MELE 
KONRAD. 


YOuU_PON'T 
THINK I'D LET 
HIM_GET AWAY, 

Do you? 


3 HOLD HIM! BRING HIM To THE 
WHY IS HE PROWLING i POLICE STATION ! KONA? HAS 
AROUND KONRADS EEN MURDERED. 
HOUSE ? DLL TAKE 
A LOOK. 


SOON, (N THE LOCAL PRISON... [THE WITCHES DO You EXPECT ME THE WITCHES! T TOOK 
MADE ME DO TO ENTER A PLEA OF WfeTHEIR BLOOD MONEY 
YOUR UNCLE LEFT A WILL: IT! BELIEVE INSANITY Z BOY... THIS AND FORFEITED 
YOU WOULD HAVE INHERITED IE. THES 1S NONSENSE! MY SOUL J 
A FORTUNE! WAS THAT WITCHES! , 
YOUR MOTIVE 7 


ie 
is 
| THE TRIAL 1S BRIEF, AND... MEANWHILE IN THE DARK FOREST... 


GaVING BEEN POON IT'S THE DARK OF THE MOON ONCE 


2 MORE | T KNOW WHERE WE CAN 
Ee ee ee CETL. es FIND ANOTHER SOUL FOR OUR 
DED! MASTER... THE SOUL OF THE 
= FRESHLY HANGED 
MURDERER! 


ET US 


BRING HIM 
Qe! 


S0 STEPHAN, WHO MADE A DEAL WITH EVIL, 

SUFFERED THE FATE OF ALL EVIL DOERS, AND 

WAS DOOMED FOREVER TO SUFFER THE 

TORMENTS OF THOSE WHOSE SOULS BELONG 
TO THE DEMONS / 


IT 1S HE! 
THE ONE 
WHO SLEW 
MARKOV / 


r 'give you 
the secret power of 


CHINESE 


A 


The Deadly. Oriental Fighting Art of Instantaneous Death 
That Requires No Strength or CLOSE BODY CONTACT. 


x Self-defense without torturous training or rigorous exercise. * Makes your body a live fighting machine! Hands, feet, elbows 


«x Instant self-defense forthe weak, the defenseless, the fearful 


and the untrained. 


R eveated at last! The most secret, the most 
respected, the most effective of all the Ori- 
ental fighting arts—KUNG FU. So simple 
that if you can read then you can easily mas- 
ter the theory of this “flick-of-the-wrist” 
technique. KUNG FU works on a secret 
Principle yet its deadly force is easy to learn 
and easier still to apply. KUNG FU can take 
any one * without training and make him a 
fighting machine in seconds. 


‘THE SECRET OF KUNG FU REVEALED AT LAST 


KUNG FU is a fantastic method of self-defense 
that was buried in the mysteries of the past. Once 
a part of a mystic Oriental rite. its deadly, fight 
ing secrets were only taught by Shaolin Priests 
to those considered worthy only after years of 
reparation and testing. KUNG FU was hidden 
from the public! Yet in spite of serious efforts 
to keep it from the world, word of its amazing 
power spread. Masters of other fighting arts soon 
learned to fear and respect its techniques. Ther 
learned that KUNG FU harnesses certain dormant 
forces within vou, enabling you to disable and 
destroy with just a lightning flick-of-the-wrist. 
and that KUNG FU requires no strength or extra- 
ordinary skills. in fact. KUNG FU's brilliant de- 
fense never requires strength, size or undo exer- 


ie HOW KUNG FU WORKS 


KUNG FU is based on a simple yet lethally effec- 
tive principle. 11 1s not necessary to, physically 
match strength with your opponent in order to 
overcome his attack. You harness the, enormous 
natural power of your own movements. KUNG FU. 
shows you how to take advantage of these funda- 
mental laws of natural movement. Your ‘rhythm 
movement against you... so 
iether and ‘unleased 
against your opponent. This is KUNG FU—a force 
so simple yet so devastating that its techniques 
have stunned the world. 


KUNG FU IS BETTER 
THAN OTHER FORMS OF SELF DEFENSE 
KUNG FU is better than alll other forms of self 
defense! Its secret lies in its simplicity and_in its 
ability to overcome an attacker WITHOUT. 
TRICATE BODY CONTACT. Now. if you 
read or look al pictures then you should be able 


jot claim that physically handicapped or 
isadvantaged persons can perform these 
Nor are these techniques claimed to be ef- 
fective against anyone armed with a loaded gun. 


to master the theory of this “flick-of-the-wrist™ 
technique, YOU CAN WIN...EVEN IF YOUR 
OPPONENT IS BIGGER AND STRONGER 
THAN YOU. You can win if your attacker sur 
prises you. And more—KUNG FU means deadly. 
often crippling self defense where every part of 
your body is a fearful weapon. Your feet. your 
hands, your elbows. your fingers become lethal 
‘weapons WITHOUT REQUIRING SUPER MUS- 
CLE-POWER OR BRUTE FORCE. And you 
do all this without years of training. special ex- 
ercises, and especially hundreds of dollars in cost. 


WHAT KUNG FU WILL MEAN TO YOU 


With so many crimes of violence about us you 
could be in danger—anytime—of being hurt or 
worse humiliated! BUT. NOW YOU CAN DO. 
SOMETHING ABOUT IT. You can protect your- 
Self, your family and your property with deadly 
efficiency in mere seconds. Yes. and you can do 
it without years of training, hundreds of dollars 
and without long. ‘painful practice. Re- 
3 of size, strength or build you can be 
the bullies and better the odds. Thanks to KUNG. 
FU you need never be afraid azain. You too can 
learn to overcome the fear of being shamed. You 
mn be the one that gives the beating! You too 
can control threatening, dangerous situations. 


WHY KUNG FU MAKES ALL THIS POSSIBLE 


Why??? Because KUNG FU is as deadly as it is 
simple, And it works for anyone." Other forms of 
self defense like Judo or Karate require something 
special such as strength, speed. etc. ...to say noth- 
ing of endiess practice. A judo Black Belt Master, 


SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 
3 WAYS OR MONEY BACK AT ANY TIME 


We're so sure that SECRETS OF KUNG FU 
18 everything youl ever want or need, we 
make this unprecedented 3-Way Guarantee: 
(1) You must be absolutely and complete 
ly satisfied with the SECRETS OF KUNG FU 
and (2) KUNG FU. must never fail you, in 


fact, KUNG FU must help you turn every 


threatening “confrontation” into victory, 
and (3) KUNG FU must give you a sense of 
confidence and assurance you've never 
hhad before. Yes, SECRETS OF KUNG FU 
must do ail this and more or return at 
any time for a refund of your purchase 
price with no questions asked. You are 
the sole judge... could anything be fairer? 


even fingers become deadly weapons of defense. 
Faster, deadlier and easier than Judo, Savate or Karate. 


for example. must practice technique after tech: 
fique...and take years to master it all. NOT SO 
WITH KUNG FU! I's based on an entirely differ- 
ent concept. Technique and form aren't very im- 
jortant. DEFENSE IS! KUNG FU is designed to 
ielp you defend yourself in most situations* with 
an absolute minimum in effort and a maximum in 


protec" COMPLETE COURSE REVEALED 
NOTHING ELSE TO LEARN 


The SECRETS OF KUNG FU are fully revealed 
in one amazing “how to” book, The course comes 
complete and there's nothing else to learn or buy. 
You find all the secrets. principles and techniques 
simple to master and easy to apply. You don’t need 
any special apparatus or practice dummies, And 
once you master the SECRETS OF KUNG FU you 
can forget about other systems and other methods., 
Now. in the privacy of your home. you can learn 
the deadliest fighting secrets of ail time at your 
very own pace! In just minutes you can find out 
how to deliver a crippling blow that leaves your 
opponent powerless and more...in seconds you 
gan learn how to destroy your attacker's ability to 
fight...and much. much more. The fully revealed 
SECRETS OF KUNG FU, are so sensational that 
We make you this surprising UNCONDITIONAL 
3 WAY GUARANTEE, You must be satisfied not 
just one way but fully 3 different ways or it costs 
you nothing. 


= NO RISK OFFER es 
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 3 WAYS 


Eerie.arkay.de <—Iept. 1066 

3227 Bast 45 Ks Sea NX SE 
Rush me the complete course of SECRETS OF 
KUNG FU. You guarantee me complete satis- 
faction 3 Ways...or I'll return the -course 
at any time | wish for a refund of my purchase 
price and there will be no questions asked. | 
promise in return to use the deadly knowledge 
of KUNG FU for defense only ‘and that | will 
Never use its secrets as an aggressor ever. 


1 enclose $5 in [Cash C] Check (1) Money 
Order (Please add 50¢ additional to cover 
Postage and handling). SORRY NO COD's 


NAME 


ADDRESS 


cry 


ee | 


STATE__2pp. 
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a woe Ee BbBIopy 


YALL MY LIFE I'VE = ; 
WANTED 0 POSE _ I SHALLTRYN 
FOR A REALLY =e DISAPPOINT YOU, MY DEAR! 
REAT ARTiST! _/ 1 SHALL MAKE YOU (MMORTAL 
p “IN CLAY! 


er : 
IT'S SUPERB, WEATHERBY, But IT HADN'T ALWAYS BEEN THIS WAY! NOT 100 
SUPERB! I MUST HAVE IT! NAME MANY YEARS AGO... = 
YOUR PRICE! $50,000... 
$/00,000/ ANYTHING 
YOU SAY! 


“'~2 WAS POVERTY ALL THE STRUGGLING ARTIST ONLY ONE PERSON SEEMED TO HAVE ANY FAITH IN HIM. 


HAW we. 9 WITH, ee 

I'M SORRY, THAT'S WHAT HE HE'S WRONG / 
THESE ARE SOME EXAMPLES WEATHERBY, YOU SAID, MARIAN! AND \ YOU'VE GOT TO KEEP 
OF MY LATEST WORK, HAVE ABSOLUTELY HE'S CONSIDERED OM! I'LL POSE FOR 
PROFESSOR! I WANT YOUR NO TALENT FOR ONE OF THE BEST YOU EVERY DAY! 
HONEST OPINION ! SCULPTURE ! INTHE COUNTRY! 


Seva 


WITH MARIAN TO SPUR HIM ON, WEATHER: | AAND THEN, ONE DAY, DISAS- | MARIAN CRUMPLED TOTHE FLOOR! 
BY DID KEEPAT IT, BUT.... TER STRUCK AT WEATHER- | |IN VAIN, WEATHERBY TRIED TO REVIVE 
7 By'S SMALL STUDIO... HER...» 
IT'S MO GOOD, MARIAN. I JUST SHE'S DEAD!A...A 


CAN'T GET ANY LIFE INTO IT! IT'S HEART ATTACK! TLL CALL THE 
JUST ANOTHER LOUSY FIGURE! MY POLICE....8-BUT THEY MIGHT 
I CAN'T SEEM TO MAKE IT THINK LA/LLEO HER! OH,GOD, 
BREATHE! F 4 on WHAT 'LL I DO... 
(v2 ca 


\_ A 
\ 


SPHE GORY TASK WAS FINISHED AN HOUR 
LATER... 
A PERFECT JOB! NOBODY 
WILL EVER KNOW THE 
DIFFERENCE! 


HANDFULS 
OF CLAY 
AND 
STARTED 
MOULDING 
ITOVER 
THE DEAD 
GIRL'S 
STIFFENING 
LIMBS.... 


For DAYS, WEATHERBY WAS IN A 
STATE OF SHOCK, UNABLE TO 
WORK, THEN, ONE DAY... 


I'D DROP IN TO SEE HOW YOU 
WERE GETTING ON! 


LWAS PRETTY ROUGH ON 


YOU, WEATHERBY! JUST THOUGHT! 


TTHEN THE INCREDIBLE HAPPENED!| 


NO! WAIT, WEATHERBY! I 

WAS TOO HASTY, THIS IS 

ALMOST UNBELIEVABLE 
BUT....THIS ONE STATUE! IT 
IS A GENUINE WORK 


TPHE PROFESSOR'S.OPINION WAS. 
CONFIRMED BY MATHEW DILLON, A 
RICH COLLECTOR AND PATRON OF 


THE ARTS... 

NOT ONLY WILLI BUY 
THIS STATUE, WEATHERBy, BUT I 
AM PREPARED TO FINANCE 


You 
WERE RIGHT, PRO- 
FESSOR! I'M 
READY TO CALL 
IT QUITS! 


YOUR CAREER! 
I DON'T 
KNOW HOW TO 
THANK YOU, 
MR. DILLON! 


PRAISE AND 
ENCOURAGEMENT... 
THE ONE 
THING HIS 
WHOLE BEING 
HUNGERED FOR! 
THAT WAS 
JUST THE 
BREAK HE 
NEEDED TO GET 
STARTED ON HIS 
OWN! FULL OF 
CONFIDENCE , 
WEATHERBY 
SET TO WORK 
ANEW... 


Now HE HAD COMMITTED HIMSELF..THERE 
“WAS NO WAY OUT a | 
I HAD TO TELL HIM 


SOMETHING! I'VE GOT TO DELIVER 
OR LOSE MY BIG CHANCE! BUT HOW 
[IM VO GOOD, I'M A FAILURE! 


ALL I NEEDED WAS THAT 
ONE BREAK! NOW I'M 


Bur IT WAS 
NO USE! 
WEATHERBY'S 
WORK 
LACKED 
THE TRUE 
CREATIVE 


MY BOY, I MUST 
KNOW WHEN THE 
NEW STATUE WILL 
BE READY! I'VE 
GOT PLANS)! 


THE END 
OF THIS 
WEEK, 
MR. DILLON ! 
THAT'S A 
PROMISE! 


EXT THE 
HEIGHT 
OF HIS 
FRENZY, 
SOMETHING 
CLICKED IN 
WEATHERBY, 
MINO! WHY 
HAON'T IT 
OCCURRED 
TO HIM 
BEFORE! THE 
SOLUTION 
TOHIS 
PROBLEM 
WAS THERE 
AT HAND! 


MR. WEATHERBY, 
W-WHAT'S WRONG... 
WHY ARE YOU 
LOOKING AT ME 
THAT WAY? 


IN DESPERATION, WEATHERBY KNEW INSPIRATION WAS YOU MUST UNDERSTAND? I’M\ NOT 
UNIMPORTANT! ALL HE NEEDED WAS A DEAD BODY... REALLY KILLING YOU! BECAUSE OF 
_ ME, YOU WILL LIVE FOREVER! 
NOL... PLEASE... IN SORRY, MY DEAR, } TAM GMNG YOU /MMORTAL 
; UT... 


LIFE! 


eat 


SFHE SCULPTOR WAS READY |THE PROFESSOR WAS RIGHT! 
WHEN DILLON CALLED TWO ~~ | WEATHERBY’'S REPUTATION WAS 
DAYS LATER... 


I COULON'T WAIT A MO- TELEGRAMS, 
MENT. LONGER, MY BOY! THEY'RE ALL 
1 HAD TO SEE IT! 


HE'S DONE ila 
IT's A MASTERPIECE! 
ITLL TAKE TRS PRE EMFTER YEARS OF POVERTY, WEATHER- 
AT THE PARIS COM- BY GLORIED IN HIS SUDDEN SUCCESS | 


AND IF YOU EVER 
I'D SIMPLY DECIDE TO 
ADORE TO POSE | ACCEPT STUDENTS, 
FOR SUCH A I HOPE YOU'LL 


I'LL HAVE TO DO ITAGAIN! 

LEHANE TO GOON K/LL = 
IG OR GIVE UP £' fem 

THING! LTHOUGHT ONCE | | OUR HE 


PACED THE 
ISTREETS/...A 
SCENE IN A 
DOORWAY MADE 
HIM PAUSE! 
A MAN AND A 
GIRL WERE 
EMBRACING! 
HE WATCHED 
THEM KISS 
AND PART, 
SOON, THE 
MAN 
DEPARTED. 


WOULD BE ENOUG: 


fle WALKED 
ACROSS THE 
STREET, MOVING 
STEALTHILY TOWARD 
THE UNSUSPECTING 
GIRL... 


DON'T STRUGGLE, 
MY OEAR! THIS IS 
FOR ART...AND FOR 
GREAT ART! 


ONLY A FEW DAYS LATER, WEATHERBY'S LATEST 
4IMASTERPIECE® WAS READY TO BE SHOWN! 
IMMEDIATELY, LIKE THE OTHERS, IT WON ACCLAIM! 
THE BIDDING FOR IT SURPASSED HIS FONDEST 


<f I'M GOING TO 
OWN THAT STATUE 


THROUGH THE AGES, THEY WILL BE 


SSpureep VENERATED AS WORKS 


MURDEROUS 
COURSE! 

MEN, WOMEN, 
CHILDREN 

FELL VICTIM 
TO HIS 

MAD 
AMBITION! 


THE FOOLS! ALL OF THEM TAKEN IN BY THE 


BIGGEST HOAX IN THE HISTORY OF ART! 
TAKEN IN BYME....A per le NO 


AND EUROPE IS SCULPTURE THE 
OFFERING YOU A WORLD HAS EVER 


ONE-MAN SHOW! 


ON THE NIGHT BEFORE THE SHOW OPENED, AFTER ALL! 
THE STATUES WERE IN PLACE.... 
MY FRIENDS! MY 
OFAR FRIENDS! I OWE EVERY- 
THING TO YOU! IN MY HOUR OF 
TRIUMPH, T WISH TO ACKNOW= 
LEOGE MWY DEBT! 


ea 


AAS THE DAY FOR THE ONE-MAN SHOW DREW NEAR... 


YOU'LL WAW/7- TO ARRANGE THEM L'D PREFER 
YOURSELF, OF COURSE! BUT WON'T YOU\ TO DO IT 
NEED AELP? ALONE! 


iB | i N 
oor ae q N 
GE WALKED FROM STATUE TO TN , 


STATUE....PAYING MOCK TRIBUTE 
TO THE LIFELESS FORMG.... 


YOU HAVE BEEN REPAID FOR ZA FEW MINUTES LATER WHO'S THERE ? W-WHAT 
THE MERE LOSS OF YOUR | WEATHERBY TURNED AND q THE... UAWH—-AGHRR/ 
LIVES. LONG AFTER IT AM DEAD! | STARTED TO WALK FROM THE 

YOU WILL STILL £/VE/ AS HUMAN! GALLERY... 

BEINGS, YOU WERE OF WO 
CONSEQUENCE! AS 
SCULPTURE YOU HAVE 
ATTAINED ENDURING 

FAME! 


GOOD NIGHT, 
MY BRIENDS ! 


NW 
YES, AND LOOK AT THOSE 
STATUES! THEY'RE ALL 
BLOODIED UP AND EACH 

ONE HAS A SORT OF 
MONA L/SA SMILE! 
+. STRANGE, DON'T 
YOU THINK ? 


fis Bopy (Poor DEVIL 

NO!NO/MY GOD..../7 CAN'T BE! WAS FOUND | SOMEBODY 
HELP! SOMEBODY HELP ME | THE NEXT ) REALLY MADE 
EGHHRR! S-STOP....UagyHeR/ JB MORNING... AINCEM EAT 
: iM! 


Can concentrated thought create something that would not 
exist otherwise? Occult teaching for centuries says that it can. 
At any rate, it’s a fine basis for eerie fiction, and here is a 
powerful story that was written around 1933 by MEARLE Prout. 


™@ For hours I had sat at my study 
table, trying in vain to feel and 
transmit to paper the sensations of 
a criminal in the death-house. You 
know how one may strive for hours 
—even days—to attain a desired effect, 
and then feel a sudden swift rhythm, 
and know he has found it? So it was 
with me. ? 

Scarcely had I lifted my hands to 
the keys when my fellow-roomer 
who had long been bent quietly over 
a magazine, said, quietly enough, 
“That moon—I wonder if even it 
really exists!” 

I turned sharply. “Just why did 
you said that?” I asked, after a mo- 
ment’s hesitation. 

Shamefacedly Fred laughed, half 
apologetic. “I’m sorry I spoke aloud,” 
he said. “I was only thinking of a 
bizarre theory.” He moved to a book- 
shelf, and in a moment returned, 
dusting off a thick old leather-bound 
volume, 

“T first encountered the idea here,” 
he said, as he thumbed the yellowed 
pages. Listen: 

“‘The Bible says, “In the begin- 
ning God created earth.” From 
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what did He create it? Obviously, it 
was created by thought, imagery, 
force of will if you please. The Bible 
further says: “So God created man 
in His own image.” Does this not 
mean that man has all the attributes 
of the Almighty, only upon a smaller 
scale? Surely, then, if the mind of 
God in its omnipotence could create 
the entire universe, the mind of man, 
being made in the image of God, 
and being his counterpart on earth, 
could in the same way, if infinitely 
smaller in degree, create things of 
its own will. 

“For examiple, the old gods of the 
dawn-world. Who can say that they 
did not exist in reality, being created 
by man? And, once created, how can 
we tell whether they will not develop 
into something to harass and destroy, 
beyond all control of their creators? 
If this be true, then the only way to 
destroy them is to cease to believe. 
Thus it is that the old gods died when 
man’s faith turned from them to 
Chrigtianity’.” 

He was silent a moment, watching 
me as I stood musing. 

“Strange where such thoughts can 


lead a person,” I said. “How are we 
to know which things are real and 
which are fancies—racial fantasies, 
I mean, common in all of us. I think 
I see what you mean when you won- 
dered if the moon were real.” 

“But imagine,” said my compan- 
ion, “a group of people, a cult, all 
thinking the same thoughts, wor- 
shipping the same imaginery figure. 
What might not happen, if their 
fanaticism were such that they 
thought and felt deeply? A physical 
manifestation, alien to those of us 
who did not believe... .” 

Next morning we both arose early 
—Fred to go back to his prosaic work 
as a bank clerk, I to place myself 
belatedly before my typewriter. After 
the diversion of the night before, I 
found that I was able to work out 
the bothersome scene with little dif- 
ficulty, and that evening I mailed 
the finished and revised manuscript. 

When my friend came in he spoke 
of the hunting-trip which he sug- 
gested. Romantic fellow that he was, 
his job at the bank was sheer drudg- 
ery, and any escape was rare good 
fortune. I, too, with my work out 
of the way and my mind clear, was 
doubly delighted at the prospect. 

“T’d like to shoot some squirrels,” 
I agreed. “And I know a good place. 
Can you leave tomorrow?” 

“Yes, tomorrow; my vacation 
starts then,” he replied. “But for a 


— 


long time I’ve been wanting to go 
back to my old stamping-grounds. 
It’s not so very far—only a little over 
a hundred miles, and” — he looked 
at me in apology for differing with 
my plans — “in Sacrament Wood 
there are more squirrels than you 
ever saw.” 

And so it was agreed. 

Sacrament Wood is an anomaly. 
Three or four miles wide and twice 
as long, it fills the whole of a peculiar 
valley, a rift, as it were, in the rug- 
ged topography of the higher Ozarks. 
No stream flows through it, there is 
nothing suggesting a normal valley; 
it is merely there, by sheer physical 
presence defying all questions. Grim, 
tree-flecked mountains hem it in on 
every side, as though seeking by 
their own ruggedness to compensate 
this spot of gentleness and serenity. 
And here lies the peculiarity: though 
the mountains around here are all in- 
habited—sparsely, of course, through 
necessity—the valley of the wood, 
with every indication of a wonderful 
fertility, has never felt the plow; 
and the tall, smooth forest of scented 
oak has never known the ax of the 
woodman. 

It was midafternoon when we 
finally wound up the last mountain 
trail to stop at last in a small clear- 
ing. A tiny shanty with clapboard 
roof stood as ornament beside the 
road, and behind it a’ bent figure in 


faded overalls was chopping the with- 
ered stalks of cotton. 

“That would be old Zeke,” con- 
fided my companion, his eyes shining 
with even this reminder of childhood. 
“Hallo!” he shouted, stepping to the 
ground. 

The old mountaineer straightened, 
and wrinkled his face in recognition. 
He shook his head dumbly. 

“Ain’t no hunting now, boys. Ev- 
erything is dead. Sacrament Wood is 
dead.” 

“Dead!” I cried. “Impossible! Why 
is it dead?” 

I knew in a moment that I had 
spoken without tact. The mountain- 
eer has no information to give one 
who expresses a desire for it—much 
less an outlander who shows in- 
credulity. 

The old man turned back to his 
work. “Ain’t no hunting now,” he 
repeated, and furiously attacked a 
stalk of cotton. 

So obviously dismissed, we could 
not remain longer. 

We continued. The road stretched 
ahead for some distance along the 
level top. And then, as we started the 
rough descent, Sacrament Wood 
burst full upon our view, clothed as 
I had never before seen it. Bright 
red, yellow, and brown mingled to- 
gether in splashes of beauty as the 
massive trees put on their autumnal 
dress. Almost miniature it appeared 


to us from our lookout, shimmering 
like a- mountain lake in the dry heat 
of early fall. 

Night comes early in the deep val- 
ley of Sacrament Wood. The sun was 
just resting on the high peak in the 
west as we entered the forest and 
struck camp. But long after compara- 
tive darkness had come over us, the 
mountain down which we had come 
was illuminated a soft gold. 

We sat over our pipes in the gath- 
ering dusk. It was deeply peaceful, 
there in the darkening wood, and yet 
Fred and I were unnaturally silent, 
perhaps having the same thoughts. 
Why were the massive trees so early 
shorn of leaves? Why had the birds 
ceased to sing? 

A cheery fire soon dispelled our 
fears. Fred, however, somewhat over- 
came my feeling of security. 

“Art, whatever the cause, we must 
admit that Sacrament Wood is dead. 
Why, man, those trees are not getting 
ready for dormance; they are dead. 
Why haven’t we heard birds? Blue- 
jays used to keep this place in a con- 
tinual uproar. And where did I get 
the feeling I had as we entered here? 
I felt as if I was entering a grave- 
yard. I know, I tell you!” 

For all his nervousness, Fred was 
the first to go to sleep that night. We 
heaped the fire high before turning 
in, and I lay for a long while and 
watched the leaping flames. But I too 
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must have dropped off, for when I 
was awakened by a low moan the fire 
was dead. The wood was quiet; not 
a whisper or rustle of leaves dis- 
turbed the heavy stillness of the 
night. And then I sensed the odor. 
... Once sensed, it grew and grew 
until the air seemed heavy, even 
massive with the inertia of it, seem- 
ed to press itself into the ground 
through sheer weight. It eddied and 
swirled in sickening waves of smell. 
It was the odor of death and 
putridity. 

I heard another moan. 

“Fred,” I called, my voice catching 
in my throat. 

The only answer was a deeper 
moan. 


I grasped 
sank in 
rotting 
an over-ripe bi 
over my hand and 


ed, the crawling 
his staring 
swarmed his p 


grew stronger 
my tortured | 
lief. Then, ¥ 
cast the lighted 
threw myself i 
my face in thi 

How long I & 
bling, overcome 
know. But I slo 
a rushing sour 
Great limbs 
the trunks 


2, and—my fingers 


d slime flowed 
ped from my 


r, I struck a 
flare I saw 
urple, bloat- 
rly covered 
worms 

» exuded 

, and fell 

ul stench 


crack in agony. I looked up, and saw 
a ruddy light reflected about us, And 
like a crash of thunder came the 
thought into my brain: 

“Fire is clean; fire is life. Without 
fire there would be no cleanness in 
the world.” 

And at this command I rose, and 
grasped everything within reach, 
and cast it upon the dying flames. 
Was I mistaken, or was the odor of 
death really less? I hauled wood, and 
heaped the fire high. Fortunate in- 
deed that the match I had thrown had 
fallen in the already sere leaves! 

When next I thought of my com- 
panion the roaring blaze was leap- 
ing fifteen feet in the air. Slowly I 
turned, expecting to see a corpse 
weltering in a miasma of filth, and 
saw—a man calmly sleeping! 

I awoke him, and waited. 

He half looked at me, and then, 
gazing at the fire, gave a cry of ec- 
stasy. A light of bliss shone for a 
moment in his eyes, as in a young 
child first staring at the mystery of 
cleansing flame; and then, as realiza- 
tion came, this too fadded into a 
look of terror and loathing. 

“The worms!” he cried. “The mag- 
gots! The odor came, and with it the 
worms. And I awoke. Just as the fire 
died. . . . I couldn’t ery out. The 
worms came—I don’t know whence; 
from nowhere, perhaps. They came, 
and they crawled, and they ate. And 

- the smell came with them! It just 
appeared, as did the worms, from out 
of thin air! It just—-became. Then— 
death !—I died, I tell you—I rotted—I 
rotted, and the worms—the maggots 
—they ate. ...I am dead, I say! 
Dead? Or should be!” He covered his 
face with his hands. 

How we lived out the night with- 
out going mad, I do not know. All 
through the long hours we kept the 
fire burning high; and all through 
the night the lofty trees moaned back 
their mortal agony. The rotting death 
did not return; in some strange way 
the fire kept us clean of it, and fought 
it back. 

Dawn came at last, sweeping west- 
ward before it the web of darkness. 
From across the forest, and around 
us on all sides, the giant trees rustled 
in pain, suggesting the gnashing of 
millions of anguished teeth. And over 
the ridge to eastward came the smil- 
ing sun. 

Never was a day so long in com- 
ing, and never so welcome its arrival. 
In a half-hour our belongings were 
gathered, and we quickly drove to 
the open road. 

“Fred, you remember our conversa- 
tion of a couple of evenings ago?” I 
asked my companion, after some time 


of silence. “I’m wondering whether 
that couldn’t apply here.” 

“Meaning that we were the victims 
of—hallucination? Then how do you 
account for this?” He raised his 
sleeve above his elbow, showing his 
arm. How well did I remember it! 
For there, under curling skin and 
red as a brand, was the print of 
my hand! 

The wound on Fred’s arm healed 
quickly; in ‘a week not even a scar 
remainded. But we were changed. 
We had seen the cross-current, and— 
we knew. By daylight a swift re- 
collection often brought nausea; and 
the nights, even with the lights left 
burning, were rife with horror. Our 
very lives seemed bound into the 
events of one night. 

Yet, even so, I was not prepared 
for the shock I felt when, one night 
nearly a month later, Fred burst into 
the room, his face livid. 

“Read this,” he said in a husky 
whisper, and extended a crumpled 
newspaper to my hand. I reached for 
it, read where he had pointed. 


MOUNTAINEER DIES 
Ezekiel Whipple, lone moun- 
taineer, aged 64, was found dead 
in his cabin yesterday by neigh- 
bors. 


The post-morten revealed a 
terrible state of putrefaction; 
medical men aver that death 
could not have occurred less than 
two weeks ago. 

The examination by the cor- 
onér revealed no sign of foul 
play, yet local forces for law and 
order are working upon what 
may yet be a valuable clue. Jesse 
Layton, a near neighbor and 
close friend of the aged bachelor, 
states that he visited and held 
conversation with him the day 
preceding; and it is upon this 
statement that anticipation of 
possible arrest is based. 


“God!” I cried. “Does it mean...” 

“Yes! It’s spreading—whatever it 
is. It’s reaching out, crawling over 
the mountains. God knows to where 
it may finally extend.” 

“No. It is not a disease. It is alive. 
It’s alive, Art! I tell you, I felt it; I 
heard it. I think it tried to talk to 
me.” 

For us there was no sleep that 
night. Every moment of our half- 
forgotten experience was relived a 
thousand times, every horror ampli- 
fied by the darkness and our fears. 
We wanted to flee to some far coun- 
try, to leave far behind us the terror 
we had felt. We wanted to stay and 
fight to destroy the destroyer. 

And so, torn by these conflicting 
desires, we did what was to be ex- 
pected—precisely nothing. 

Eventually, of course, we told our 
story. But lowered glances and ob- 
vious embarrassment told us too well 
how little we were believed. Indeed, 
who could expect normal people: of 
the year 1933, with normal experi- 
ences, to believe the obviously im- 
possible? And so, to save ourselves, 
we talked no more, but watched in 
dread from the sidelines the slow, 
implacable growth. 


It was midwinter before the first 
town fell in the way of the expand- 
ing circle, Only a mountain village 
of half a hundred inhabitants; but 
the death came upon them one cold 
winter night—late at night, for there 
were no escapes—and smothered all 
in their beds. And when the next day 
visitors found and reported them, 
there was described the same terrible 
advanced state of putrefaction that 
had been present in all the other 
cases. 

Then the world, apathetic always, 
began to believe. But, even so, they 
sought the easiest, the most natural, 
explanation, and refused to recognize 
the possibilities we half outlined to 
them. Some new plague, they said, 
is threatening us, is ravaging our mi 


country. We will move away. 

Doctors swarmed the infested dis- 
trict, in fear of personal safety ex- 
amined the swollen corpses, and 
found—the bacteria of decay, and—the 
worms. They warned the natives to 
leave the surrounding country; and 
then, to avoid panic, they added en- 
couragement. 

“We have an inkling of the truth,” 
they said, after the best manner of 
the detective agency. “It is hoped 
that we may soon isolate the deadly 
bacterium, and produce an immuniz- 
ing serum.” 

And the world believed. . . . 

Spring came, and the encroaching 
menace had expanded to a circle ten 
miles in radius, with a point in the 
wood as a center. Slow enough, to be 
sure, but seemingly irresistible. r 
The quiet, lethal march of the dis- 
ease, the death, as it was called, still 
remained a mystery—and a fear. And 
as week after week fled by with no 
good tidings from the physicians and 
men of science there assembled, my 
doubts grew stronger. Why, I asked, 
if it were a plague, did it never strike 
its victims during the day? What dis- 
ease could strike down all life alike, 
whether animal or vegetable? 

“Fred,” I said one day, “they can’t 
stand fire-if you are right. We'll 
burn the wood. We'll take kerosene. 
We'll burn the wood, and if you are 
right, the thing will die.” 

His face brightened. “Yes,” he 
said, “we'll burn the wood, and—the 
thing will die. Fire saved me: I 
know it; you know it. Fire could 
never cure a disease; it could never 
make normal trees whisper and 
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groan, and crack in agony. We'll burn 
the wood, and the thing will die.” 

So we said, and so we believed. 
And we set to work. 

Four barrels of kerosene we took, 
and tapers, and torches, And on a 
clear, cold day in early March we set 
out in the truck. The wind snapped 
bitterly out of the north; our hands 
grew blue with chill in the open cab. 
But it was a clean cold. Before its 
pure sharpness, it was almost im- 
possible to believe that we were head- 
ing toward filth and a barren country 
of death. And, still low in the east, 
the sun sent its bright yellow shafts 
over the already budding trees. 

It was still early in the morning 
when we arrived at the edge of the 
slowly enlarging circle of death. Here 
the last victim, only a day or so 
earlier, had met his end, Yet, even 
without this last to tell us of its 
nearness, we could have judged by 
the absence of all life. The tiny buds 
we had noted earlier were absent; 
the trees remained dry and cold as 
in the dead of winter. 

Why did not the people of the 
region heed the warnings and move? 
True, most of them had done so. But 
a few old mountaineers remained— 
and died one by one. 

We drove on, up the rocky, pre- 
cipitous trail, leaving the bustle and 
safety of the normal world behind 
us. A faint stench assailed my nos- 
trils—the odor of death. It grew and 
it grew. Fred was pale; and, for that 
matter, so was I. Pale—and weak. 

“We'll light a torch,” I said. “Per- 
haps this odor will die.” 

We lit a torch in the brightness of 


the day, then drove on. 

Once we passed a pig-sty: white 
bones lay under the sun; the flesh 
was decayed and eaten away entirely: 

The sun was still bright, but weak, 
in some strange way. It shone doubt- 
fully, vacillating, as if there were a 
partial eclipse. 

But the valley was near. We passed 
the last mountain, passed the falling 
cabin of the mountaineer who was 
the first to die. We started the de- 
scent. 

Sacrament Wood lay below not. 
fresh and green as I had seen it first, 
years before, nor yet flashing with 
color as on our last trip the autumn 
before. It was cold, and obscured. A 
black cloud lay over it, a blanket of 
darkness, a rolling mist like that 
which is said to obscure the River 
Styx. It covered the region of death 
like a heavy shroud, andhid it from 
our probing eyes. Could I have been 
mistaken, or did I hear a broad 
whisper rising from the unhallowed 
wood of the holy name? Or did I feel 
something I could not hear? 

But in one respect I could not be 
wrong. It was growing dark. The 
farther we moved down the rocky 
trail, the deeper we descended into 
this stronghold of death, the paler 
became the sun, the more obscured 
our passage. 

“Fred,” I said in a low voice, “they 
aré hiding the sun. They are destroy- 
ing the light. The wood will be dark.” 

“Yes,” he answered. “The light 
hurts them. I could feel their pain 
and agony that morning as the sun 
rose; they can not kill in the day. But 
now they are stronger, and are hid- 


ing the sun itself. The light hurts 
them, and they are destroying it.” 

We lit another torch and drove on. 

When we reached the wood, the 
darkness had deepened, the almost 
palpable murk had thickened until 
the day had become as a moonlight 
night. But it was not a silver night. 
The sun was red; red as blood, shin- 
ing on the accursed forest. Great red 
rings surrounded it, like the red 
rings of sleeplessness surrounding a 
diseased eye. No, the sun itself was 
not clean; it was weak, diseased, 
powerless as ourselves before the 
new. terror. Its real glow mingled 
with the crimson of the torches, and 
lit up the scene around us with the 
color of blood. 

We drove as far as solid ground 
would permit our passage—barely to 
the edge of the forest, where the 
wiry, scraggly growth of cedar and 
blackjack gave place to the heavy 
growth of taller, straighter oak. 
Then we abandoned our conveyance 
and stepped upon the rotting earth. 
And at this, more strongly it seemed 
than before, the stench of rottenness 
came over us. We were thankful that 
all animal matter had decayed en- 
tirely away; there only remained the 
acrid, penetrating odor of decaying 
plants; disagreeable, and powerfully 
suggestive to our already sharpened 
nerves, but endurable. ... And it was 
warm, there in the death-ridden floor 

* of the valley. In spite of the season 
of the year and the absence of the 
sun’s warmth, it was not cold. The 
heat of decay, of fermentation, over- 
came the biting winds which oc- 
casionally swept down from the sur- 
rounding hills. 


The trees were dead. Not only 
dead; they were rotten. Great limbs 
had crashed to the ground, and lit- 
tered the soggy floor. All smaller 
branches were gone, but the trees 
themselves remained upright, their 
naked limbs stretched like supplicat- 
ing arms to the heavens as these 
martyrs of the wood stood waiting. 
Yet in even these massive trunks the 
worms crawled—and ate. It was a 
forest of death, a nightmare, fungous 
forest that cried out to the invaders, 
that sobbed in agony at the bright 
torches, and rocked to and fro in all 
its unholy rottenness. 

Protected by our torches, we were 
immune to the forces of death that 
were rampant in the dark reaches of 
the wood, beyond our flaring light. 
But while they could not prey upon 
our bodies, they called, they drew 
upon our minds. Pictures of horror, 
of putridity and nightmare thronged 
our brains. I saw again my comrade 
as he had lain in his bed, over a half- 
year before; I thought of the moun- 
tain village, and of the three-score 
victims who had died there in one 
night. 

We did not dare, we knew, to dwell 
on these things; we would go insane. 
We hastened to collect a pile of dead 
limbs. We grasped the dank, rotten 
things —limbs and branches which 
broke on lifting, or crumbled to dust 
between our fingers. At last, how- 
ever, our heap was piled high with 
the dryest, the firmest of them, and 
over all we poured a full barrel of 
kerosene. And as we lit the vast pile, 
and watched the flames roar high and 
higher, a sigh of pain, sorrow and 
impotent rage swept the field of 
death. 

“The fire hurts them,” I said. 
“While there is fire they can not 
harm us; the forest will burn, and 
they will all die.” 

“But will the forest burn? They 
have dimmed the sun, they have 
even dimmed our torches. See! They 
should be brighter! Would the forest 
burn of itself, even if they let it 
alone? It is damp and rotten, and 
will not burn. See, our fire is burn- 
ing out! We have failed.” 

Yes we had failed. We were forced 
to admit it when, after two more 
trials, we were at last satisfied be- 
yond any doubt that the forest could 
not be destroyed by fire. Our hearts 
had been strong with courage, but 
now fear haunted us, cold perspira- 
tion flooded our sick, trembling 
bodies as we sent the clattering truck 
hurtling up the rocky trail to safety. 
Our torches flared in the wind, and 
left a black trail of smoke behind us 
as we fled. 


But, we promised ourselves, we 
would come again, We would bring 
many men, and dynamite. We would 
find where this thing had its capital, 
and would destroy it. 

And we tried. But again we failed. 

There were no more deaths, Even 
the most obstinate moved from the 
stricken country when spring came 
and revealed the actual presence of 
the deadly circle. A condition of ter- 
ror prevailed over the populations 
in adjoining districts. The news- 
papers carried in their columns noth- 
ing but blasted hopes. They con- 
tained long descriptions of each new 
advance; long, technical theories of 
the scientists assembled at the front 
of battle; but no hope. 

We pointed this out to the terror- 
ridden people, told them that in our 
idea lay the only chance of victory. 
We outlined to them our plan, pleaded 
for their assistance. But, “No,” they 
said. “The plague is spreading. It 
began in the wood, but it is out of 
the wood now. How would it help to 
burn the wood now? The world is 
doomed. Come with us, and live while 
you can, We must all die.” 

“Fred,” I told him, we have not 
yet failed. We will equip a large 
truck. No! We will take a tractor. 
We will do as we said. Take more 
kerosene, and dynamite; we will de- 
stroy it yet!” 

It was our last chance; we knew. 
that. If we failed now, the world was 
indeed doomed. And we knew that 
every day the death grew stronger, 
and we worked fast to meet it. 

The materials we needed we hauled 
overland in the truck; more torches, 
dynamite, eight barrels of kerosene. 
We even took two guns. And then 
we loaded all these in an improvised 
trailer behind the caterpillar, and 
started out. 

The wood was dark now, although 
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it was not yet midday when we en- 
tered. Black as a well at midnight 
was the forest; our torches sent 
their flickering red a scant twenty 
feet through the obstinate murk. And 
through the shivering darkness there 
reached our ears a vast murmur, as 
of a million hives of bees. 

«How we chose a path I do not 
know; I tried to steer toward the 
loudest part of the roar, hoping that 
by so doing we would find the source 
itself of the scourge. And our going 
was not difficult. The tractor laid 
down its endless track, crushing to 
paste beneath it the dank, rotting 
wood which littered the forest floor. 
And from behind, over the smooth 
track crushed through the forest, 
lumbered the heavy trailer. 

The gaunt, scarred trees, shorn of 
every limb, stood around us like 
weird sentinels pointing the way. 
And, if possible, the scene grew more 
desolate the farther we proceeded; 
the creaking trunks standing pole- 
like seemed more and more rotten; 
the odor of death around us, not the 
sickening odor of decay, but the less 
noxious yet more penetrating smell 
of rottenness complete, grew even 
more piercing. And Jt called and 
drew, From out of the darkness it 
crept into our brains, moved them, 
changed them to do its will. We did 
not know. We only knew that the 
odor around us no longer nauseated; 
it became the sweetest of perfumes 
to our nostrils. We only knew that 
the fungus-like trees pleased our 
eyes, seemed to fill and satisfy some 
long-hidden esthetic need. In my 
mind there grew a picture of a per- 
fect world: damp, decayed vegeta- 
tion and succulent flesh—rotting flesh 
—upon which to feed. Over all the 
earth, it seemed, this picture ex- 
tended; and I shouted aloud in ec- 
stasy. 

At the half-involuntary shout, 
something flashed upon me, and I 
knew that these thoughts were not 
my own, but were foisted upon me 
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from without. With a shriek, I reach- 
ed to the torch above and bathed 
my arms in the living flame; I 
grasped the taper from its setting 
and brandished it in my comrade’s 
face. The cleansing pain raced 
through my veins and nerves; the 
picture faded, the longing passed 
away; I was myself again. 

Then, suddenly, above the roar 
from without and the steady beat of 
our engine, we heard a human chant. 
I idled the motor, jerked out the 
gears, Clear on our ears its mote 
now, a chant in a familiar, yet 
strangely altered tongue. Life! In 
this region of death? It was impos- 
sible! The chant ceased, and the hum 
among the poles of trees doubled in 
intensity. Someone, or something, 
rose to declaim. I strained my ears to 
hear, but it was unnecessary; clear 
and loud through the noisome dark- 
ness rose its high semi-chant: 

“Mighty is our lord, the Worm. 
Mightier than all the kings of heaven 
and of earth is the Worm. The gods 
create; man plans and builds; but the 
Worm effaces their handiwork. 

“Mighty are the planners and the 
builders; great their works and their 
possessions. But at last they must 
fall heir to a narrow plot of earth; 
and even that, forsooth, the Worm 
will take away. 

“O Master! On bended knee we 
give thee all these things! We give 
unto thee the life of the earth to be 
thy morsel of food! We give unto 
thee the earth itself to be thy resi- 
dence! 

“Mighty, oh mighty above'all the 
kings of heaven and of earth is our 
lord and master, the Worm, to whom 
Time is naught!” 

Sick with horror and repulsion, 
Fred and I exchanged glances. There 
was life! God knew what sort, but 
life, and human! I raced the motor, 
snapped the machine into gear and 
pushed on. 

And one hundred’ feet farther I 
stopped, for we were upon the wor- 


shippers! Half a hundred of them 
there were, crouching and kneeling, 
yes, even wallowing in the putrefac- 
tion and filth around them. And the 
sounds, the cries to which they gave 
vent as our flaming torches smote 
full upon their sightless, staring 
eyes! Only a madman could recall 
and place upon the printed page the 
litanies of hate and terror which 
they flung into our faces. A few 
moments only did they stand de- 
fiantly in our way; the pain of the 
unaccustomed light was too much for 
their sensitive eyes. With shrill 
shouts of terror they turned and fled. 
And we looked about us, upon the 
weltering filth with which we were 
surrounded, and—smiled! 

For we saw their idol! Not an idol 
of wood, or stone, or of any clean, 
normal thing. It was a heaped-up 
grave! Massive, twenty feet long and 
half as high, it was covered with 
rotting bones and limbs of trees. The 
earth, piled there in the gruesome 
mound, shivered and heaved as from 
some foul life within. Then, half 
buried in filth, we saw the headstone 
— itself a rotting board, leaning 
askew in its shallow setting. And on 
it was carved only the.line: The 
House of the Worm. 

The house of the worm! A heaped- 
up grave! And the cult of blackness 
and death had sought to make of the 
world one foul grave, and to cover 
even that with a shroud of darkness! 

With a shriek of rage I stamped 
my foot upon the earth piled there. 
The crust was thin, so thin that it 
broke through, and nearly precipi- 
tated me headlong into the pit itself; 
only a violent wrench backward 
prevented me from falling into the 
pitching mass of — worms! White, 
wriggling, the things squirmed there 
under our blood-red,’ flaring light, 
writhed with agony in the exquisite 
torture brought to them by the pres- 
ence of cleansing flame. The house 
of worm, indeed. 

Sick with loathing, we worked mad- 


ly. The roar of the alien forest had 
risen to a howl—an eldritch gibber 
which sang in our ears and drew at 
our brains as we toiled. We lit more 
torches, bathed our hands in the 
flame, and then, in defiance of the 


malign will, we demolished the 
quivering heap of earth which had 
mocked the form of a grave. We 
planted dynamite. We carried barrel 
after barrel of fuel, and poured it 
upon the squirming things, which 
were already spreading out, rolling 
like an ocean of filth at our very 
feet. And then, forgetting the ma- 
chine which was to take us to safety, 
I hurled the box of black powder 
upon them, watched it sink through 
the mass until out of sight, then ap- 
plied the torch. And fled. 

“Art! The tractor—the rest of the 
oil we need to light our way out... .” 
I laughed insanely, and ran on. 

A hundred yards away, we stopped 
and watched the spectacle. The 
flames, leaping fifty feet in air, il- 
luminated the forest around us, 
us. Unseen voices that howled madly 
gloom into the heavy darkness behind 
pushed back the thick unnatural 
and mouthed hysterical gibberish 
tore at our very souls in their wild 
pleading; so tangible were they that 
we felt them pull at our bodies, sway 
them back and forth with the unholy 
dance of the rocking trees. From the 
pit of foulness where the flames 
danced brightest, a dense cloud of 
yellow smoke arose; a vast frying 
sound shrilled through the wood, was 
echoed back upon us by the blackness 
around. The tractor was enveloped in 
flames, the last barrel of oi] spout- 
ing fire. And then... . 

There came a deep, heavy-throated 
roar; the pulpy ground beneath our 
feet waved and shook; the roaring 
flames, impelled by an irresistible 
force beneath them, rose simultane- 
ously into air, curved out in long 
sweeping parabolas of lurid flame, 
and “scattered over the moaning 
forest floor. 


The house of the worm was de- 
stroyed; and simultaneously with its 
destruction the howling voices 
around us died into a heavy-throated 
whisper of silence. The black mist 
of darkness above and about shook 
for a moment like a sable silk, 
caught gropingly at us, then rolled 
back over the ruined trees.and re- 
vealed—the sun! 

The sun, bright in all his noonday 
glory, burst out full above us, warm- 
ing our hearts with a golden glow. 

“See, Art!” my companion whis- 
pered, “the forest is burning; there 
is nothing now to stop it, and every- 
thing will be destroyed.” 

It was true. From a thousand tiny 
places flames were rising and spread- 
ing, sending queer little creepers of 
flame to explore for further progress, 
was taking root. . 

We'turned, we walked swiftly into 
the breath of the warm south wind 
which swept down upon us; we left 
the growing fire at our backs and 
moved on. A half-hour later, after 
we had covered some two miles of 
fallen forest and odorous wasteland, 
we paused to look back. The fire had 
spread over the full width of the 
valley, and was roaring northward. I 
thought of the fifty refugees who 
had fled—also to the north. 

“Poor devils!” I said. “But no 
doubt they are already dead; they 
could not endure the brightness of 
the sun for long.” 

And so ends our story of what is 
perhaps the greatest single menace 
that has ever threatened mankind. 
Science pondered, but could make 
nothing of it; in fact, it was long 
before we could evolve an explana- 
tion satisfactory even to ourselves. 

We had searched vainly through 
every reference book on the occult, 
when an old magazine suddenly gave 
us the clue: it recalled to our minds a 
half-forgotten conversation which 
has been reproduced at the beginning 
of this narrative. é 

In some strange way, this Cult of 


the Worm must have organized for 
the worship of death, and established 
their headquarters there in the val- 
ley. They built the huge grave as a 
shrine, and by the overconcentration 
upon worship of their fanatical 
minds, caused a physical manifesta- 
tion to appear within it as the real 
result of their thought. And what 
suggestion of death could be more 
forceful than its eternal accompani- 
ment—the worms of death and the 
bacteria of decay? Perhaps their task 
was lessened by the fact that death 
is always a reality, and does not need 
so great a concentration of will to 
produce. 

At’any rate, from that beginning, 
that center, they radiated thought- 
waves strong enough to bring their 
influence over the region where they 
were active; and as they grew 
stronger and stronger, and as their 
minds grew more and more power- 
ful through the fierce mental con- 
centration, they spread out, and 
even destroyed light itself. Perhaps 
they received many recruits, also, to 
strengthen their ranks, as we our- 
selves nearly succumbed; perhaps, 
too, the land once conquered was 
watched over by spirits invoked to 
their control, so that no further: 
strength on their part was required 
to maintain it. That would explain 
the weird noises heard from all parts 
of the forest, which persisted even 
after the worshippers themselves had 
fled. 

And as to their final destruction, 
I quote a line from the old volume 
where we first read of the theory: 
“If this be true, the only way to 
destroy it is to cease to believe.” 
When the mock grave, their great 
fetish, was destroyed, the central 
bonds which held their system to- 
gether were broken. And when the 
worshippers themselves perished in 
the flames, all possibility of a recur- 
rence of the terror died with them. 

This is our explanation, and our 
belief. e 
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IEW... HEH... WELCOME TO THE HOLE OF HORROR! 
IVE A GRUESOME BIT OF TERROR FOR YOU... 
A FAVORITE OF MINE CALLED... 


L-LUTHER / IT CAN'T BE You! you'RE DEAD! 
I-I'M GOING MAD/ 


YES, PAUL... L'M DEAD... 
ANC _IN A MINUTE, YOu 
Too, WILL BE DEAD! 


OUR STORY OPENS AT A FUNERAL PARLOR INA SMALL | THE FUNERAL DIRECTORS, LUTHER DENNIS 
TOWN wx. AND PAUL FRANKLIN, WATCH AS THE 
OH, T-THANK YOU FOR BEING SO} SEREAVED WOMAN LEANS OVER HER 
NOW, MRS, FELLOWS } KIND, MR. FRANKLIN (SOB) / HUSBAND'S CASKET! 
YOu _MUST BE 
BRAVE! 


\. REST WELL, HENRY DEAR! 
I'VE PICKED A BEAUTIFUL AND 
QUIET SPOT (SOB) FOR 


YOUR RESTING 


HENRY'S FUNERAL IS HELD ON THE 
FOLLOWING MORNING / 


ZZ 


Yu THERE'S NOTHIN 


AFTER THE FUNERAL, PAUL AND AN HOUR LATER, THE TWO 
LUTHER RETURN TO THEIR OFFICE... DIRECTORS ADM/T A MAN 

= 7 THE EMBALMING ROOM! 
HA, HA, HA/ I IF SHE ONLY 


COULD HARDLY _V KNEW WHERE HAVE YOU GOT THE 
KEEP A STRAIGHT | HENRY'S REAL STIFF FOR ME 


AS TRUSTEE OF A MEDICAL SCHOOL 
ws HARRY CREATED A BUSINESS 
SELLING DEAD BODIES / 


EXCELLENT! I'VE A 
STUDENT ALL LINED 
UP FOR HiM/ 


FACE WHEN SHE | "RESTING” 
SPOKE ABOUT PLACE 1S SURE... IF YOU GOT 
HIS RESTING GOING To BE! THE TWO HUNDRED, 


PLACE/ 


HERE YOU ARE, MY : a 
FRIEND...TWO HUNDRED , ‘A THOUSAND 

DOLLARS / WHEN WILL /, FROM MRS. FELLOWS BUCKS! IT'S A 

YOU HAVE ANOTHER T'LL CALL you iy! FOR THE CASKET AND SWEET LITTLE 

WHEN THE BODY 4) | FUNERAL... AND TWO RACKET/ 

IS READY/ iy \ HUNDRED FROM 

HARRY FOR THE 


LET'S FOLLOW HARRY TO HIS OFFICE WitLiAM JARVIS, A MEDICAL STUDENT ARRIVES AT 
AT THE MEDICAL SCHOOL... HARRY'S OFFICE! 
MR. POWELL,/ALL I WAS ABLE TO 


JARVIS SHOULD BE HERE ANY WELCOME, MY goy/ | RAISE WAS TWO HUNDRED AND. 
MINUTE... AND THAT'LL MEAN. YOUR CADAVER TY DOLLARS! 
A HUNORED DOLLAR PROFIT 1S READY! 
FOR_AN AFTERNOON'S 
WORK... MARVELOUS! 


NOW LOOK HERE, JARVIS... IF You W f/...AND IN ORDER To PASS THE COURSE, YOU 
WANT TO GRADUATE, YOU MUST NEED A DEAD BODY! NOW, GET THAT 

Bo HAVE TWO YEARS WORK 1 MONEY! 

IN ANATOMY! | Boas ; 


y- YES SIR! 
DLL GET IT! 


SOMEHOW J se pateae 
Tit GET IT! it MONTHS 


FOUL 
PRACTICES! 


TRY TO NICE GOING BOYS... HERE IT IS BuT PAUL BECOMES GREEDY...WE 
BE BRAVE fi THIS IS THE MR, Peete WANTS MORE MONEY... 


MRS, KENT! FOURTH STIFF 
Z THIS WEEKS HERE'S YOUR XY LUTHER, YOU DON'T 
SHARE, PAUL! ) KNOW WHAT BIG 
OVER FIFTEEN ) MONEY IS/ YOU'RE 
HUNOREO NOTHING BUT 
FOR THE APIKER! 
WEEK! é 


SOnETMES PAUL CAN'T SLEEP 
AT MGHT... OF COURSE FAUL 
15 THINKING OF WAYS 7O MAKE 
MONEY £ 


"DOUBLE THE TAKE!” THAT'S 

(7117 1ST NECESSARY TO 

HANOLE TWICE AS MANY 
BODIES / 


I KILL LUTHER, 
ALL THE MONEY WILL 
BE MINE! 


I LIKE 70 DOUBLE 
THE TAKE! 


Ys, THAT'S FAUL'S PLAN... LUTHER: YOU SHOULD RELAX Y AFTER TONIGHT, 


HAS NO FAMILY OR FRIENDS EXCEPT [222 MORE, PAUL! You I MAY HAVE 
PAUL ; TOO MORE TIME 
WHEW ! IT WAS A BUSY DAY! ees ete] / FOR LEISURE! 
C'MON, PAUL, HAVE A DRINK aT > 
WITH MES 


NO THANKS, 
LUTHER! 


MNES OST aS 


XK Inn 


YES, LUTHER, MY OLD BUT IDO 
FRIEND, IT'S A GUN/ I'M PAUL, YOU CAN'T MOAN IT, LUTHER! 
GOING TO KILL YOu! MEAN IT/ You | You MUST CIE! 

WOULDN'T... 


FURRY ARRIVES 70 PICK UP HIS "CUSTOMER"... 
it 
WELL, TILL BE DARNED! 
ITS LUTHER! WHAT som 
IN PAUL'S 


hi 
HAPPENED 2 DID HE-- 


HARRY, THIS IS PAUL! LT'VE 


ANOTHER STIFF FOR YOU! 
IT'S AN OLD FRIEND OF 


. AND SOLD IT TO SELBY, A NEW) 
STUDENT iN ANATOMY... 


LATER, HARRY DRIVES BACK 
TO THE MEDICAL SCHOOL 


WITH LUTHER'S BODY! 


LUTHER YES, LUTHER 
WAS A FINE [| WAS A GREAT 
MAN/ 
w= WHAT A PITY, TAKE CARE 
' \ OLD 
‘ r FRIEND! 
Z y LOOK LIKE 
YOUR FRIEND. 

‘4 META 
VIOLENT 
DEATHS 


FAUL WANTED 


Ne PS 
AWN 50 SELBY OISSECTS LUTHER INTO SIX FARTS! 
UGH, ER... THANK you sIR/ 
T...ER... EXCUSE ME, I... 
FEEL SICK ! 


NICE NEAT 
JOB, SELBY! 


MY Boy/ 


AHH, THIS 1S THE LIFE. 


GOOP LIQUOR, A FINE 


0 ZNO! NO! f ! 
CIGAR AND 4 WHO'S THERE ¥ NO! NO! IT CAN'T BE! 


Lers FIREPLACE! 
LEAVE THE 
DISSECTING 
ROOM AND 
RETURN 7O 
HARRY'S 
HOUSE... 
WHERE HE'S 


FUTURE... 


ma L WON'T BELIEVE IT! 


eae 


WARRY'S MANGLED BODY /S FOUND 
THE FOLLOWING MORNING... 


GET AWAY/ DON'T 
COME NEAR MES 


AND IN THE DISSECTING ROOM SELBY 
ONCE AGAIN WORKS ON THE CADAVER ... 


STOP! DON'T... IT'S MY OPINION 
- MR, POWELL WAS. 
KICKED To 


DEATH! 


ANYBODY 
KICK A MAN 
TO DEATH! 


T-THAT LOOKS LIKE BLOOD ON HIS 
TOES! MAYBE I SHOULD TELL DR... 
__ AW, IT MUST BE A PRANK / 


sa 


EIGHTEEN HUNDRED! WHAT A 

FOOL I WAS NOT TO GET RID 

THAT SAME OF LUTHER BEFORE / 
MGHT 4 

PAUL 

SITS AT 

HS DESK... 

IT'S BEEN 


A GooD 
WEEK... AND 
THIS TIME 
THE PROFITS 

WILL 
BE HIS 
ALONE... 


“NOW T'LL JUST. 
WHAT #... WHAT 1S 
THIS ¥/ 


ww A PAIR OF HUMAN LEGS STAND ON THE FLOOR 
NEXT 70 PAUL... AND THEN, FROM NOWHER: THIS IS INSANITY NO PAUL... THIS 
IM IN THE MIDDLE 

L-LUTHER/ YouR OF A HIDEOUS 

HEAD/ I-L DON'T THAT'S RIGHT! IAM NIGHTMARE! 

UNDERSTAND... DEAD. AND IN A FEW 

YOU'RE DEAD/ MINUTES YOU WILL 

BE DEAD, TOO! 


LUTHER, NO! 
LEAVE ME ALONE! HURRY PAUL. TILL SHOW YOU THE \ | PLEASE / NO/, 
FOR PITY'S SAKE, RUN, PAUL... PITY THAT You 
LUTHER... LEAVE HA HA HO HAW! SHOWED MES 
ME ALONE / 


PAUL DIONT SEE THE ON AWNo THE NEXT DAY AS SELBY EASY, SELBY/ \ You've BEEN 
RUSHING TRAIN AS HE TRIEO\ \ EXAMINES THE CORPSES LEG! CORPSES’ } WORKING TOO 
70 ESCAPE! LEGS DON'T { HARD! TAKE 
Se Look! HIS FEET/ GRAS: 4 A REST! 
HA HA... WELCOME DIRT! I-IT LOOKS LIKE 
TO My WORLS, LEG HAS BEEN RUNNING! 
UL / 


LEGS DON'T RUN 7 

w= AW, PHOOEY, WE 

KNOW THE TRUTH, 
DON'T WE 2 


ry 


WELL,WILKENS, 
you...You ~' 
MU 
PREPARE 
YOURSELF 
FOR A 
SHOCK/ 


ES 


Wen 


vs 


YOU'D BETTER COME 
WITH ME, AND SEE 


WISH T COULD 
SPARE YOU THIS... 


THERE HE |S. 
YOUR... YOUR 
BROTHER... 


pe IT CAN'T BE 


SITSNOT HUMAN! 


I_ADMIT (TS 

HARDLY HUMAN. BUT 

WE MUST STUDY Hi ; 
WEWANOR. THE RESULTS 
MAY_SAVE THI 


OF AUMANTT 


YES . 
OF COURSE. 


AFTER THAT, OTHER REMAINING HUMANS 

CHANGED SIM/LARLY. SC/ENTIC OPINION 

WAS DIV/CED... 

WE CAN'T 00 THAT. WE 
MADE THE ATOMIC 
BOMB AND WE'RE 
RESPONSIBLE FOR 
THEM. LET'S MAKEA 

PLACE WHERE WE 
SCAN STUDY THEM! 


I SAY KILL THEM 
ALL! THEY ' RE DANGER- 
OUS ! THEIR MINDS 


ED AS 
BODIES 


ANG SO THEY CREATED THE WSTTUTE Fo) 
OBSERVATION OF ino Sea UT. AFTE? 
AWHILE, THOSE _Wi GEO 5 OT AE LON 
WBETTER NAME... THE MALL OF HORRORS! 
THEY ARE OF LOW DOCTOR, WE'RE 


INTELLIGENCE , TEACHING THEM 
BUT CUNNING / TO READ AND 


HUMAN WORDS ISSUING FROM THOSE 


(INHUMAN MOUTHS WAS A GHASTLY 


MOCKERY / WE OUGHT TO DESTROY 
HUNGRY. WANT ) THESE INHUMAN LOOK- 


ING MONSTERS. 


THEN ONE CAY 


DOCTOR COLLINS... 


PLEASE... A TERRIBLE 


ACCIDENT... COME 


WE HAD GIVEN HIM A) cos DOCTOR, LOOK... aw 
STICK TO TEST H AN IT...IT'S LAUGHING / AMAZING / 


REACTIONS 70, IT Sue AUTOPSY IT DOESN'T SEEM BRING IT INTO 
FELL ON [T...IT'S DRIVEN SHOULD PROVIDE AURT AT ALL... V 


INTERESTING } 
DATA. 


RIGHT THROUGH ITS 
HEART, 


COLLINS PERFORMEP THE AUTOPSY ANP THEN WITH SURGICAL CRESISION, COLLINS 
A SPECIAL MEETING... AMPUTATED AN ARM 
© FANTASTIC BEINGS. THEY LITERALLY IT.IT'S GROWING )/yes! EACH PART, 
ELLER. EACH, CELL OF THEIR ANOTHER ARM: A \S CAPABLE OF 
4 REPRODUCING 
\S DESTROYED, THAT WHICH REMAINS \STHE REST. 
GROWS A'NEW ONE! . 


AS THE YEARS WENT BY, THE HALL_ | 
OF HORRORS GREW MORE ANP MORE 


CROWEP.,.. 
THEY SAY SO LITTLE, I 
WONDER WHAT THEY FEEL. 
SOMEHOW , I'M SURE THEY 
HATE US. 


THE ANSWER WAS BRIEF AND HORRIBLY CLEARS 


COME... KILL! THEY 
CANNOT -HURT! WE 
WILL BE FREE 


SOON, THEY POURED _FORTH FROM 
BUILDING, A FRENZIED THRONG OF WATE 
FULED CREATURES ! 


I SHOT Has 
SIX TIM 
AND HE Keeps 


COMING / ; 
a 


THE WORLD BECAME A HUGE, 
HAUNTED HALL OF HORROR / 


LIKE A HIDEOUS? 
DEADLY PLAGUE, 
THEY SPREAD 
OVER THE FOUR 
CORNERS OF 


FINALLY, THE DAY CAME 
RACE RULED THE EARTH, ANI 


Wises A NEW 
MAN AS 


HE WAS JMOWN IN THE ASr BE Gene. 


74 | £2 FOREVER... -——— VER... 


SEE... 
OTHERS GROW 
LIKE US, BUT 
THAT ONE.. 
MOGYLL... HE IS 
STILL LIKE THE 
PEOPLE OF 


AS TIME PASSED, THE HALL OF HORRORS 
BEGAN TO HOUSE OTHER OCCUPANTS. 


NO. WAIT. THEY WILL 
CHANGE, AND BE 
LIKE US. 


LIVE TWO. 


MORE YEARS, 


IF_THERE [S 


NO CHANGE, 


WE KILL HIM. 


MOGYLL REMAINED 
UNCHANGED, 


THEY HATE ME... I 
CAN FEEL IT... ANDI 
HATE THEM. LIGLY, 
MISSHAPPEN 
MONSTERS... I MUST 
GET FREE BEFORE 
THEY KILL ME, 


OWE EVENING, WHEN MOGYLLS 
GUARD LEFT THE GLASS DOOR 
LUNLATCHED... 

FREEDOM 


AT LAST! I MUST FIND 
SOMEWHERE TO HIDE... 


MO6YLL FOUND REFUGE 

WITHIN THE WALLS OF AN. 
OLD UNIVERSITY, AND SPENT 
us TIME READING...LEARN- 


THEY'RE COMING BY F THE 208 
JUST BEFORE THEY KILLED 


IN HERE / 
MUST HIDE. ! IT WILL DISSOLVE 


PEOPLE LIKE ME 
ONCE RULED THE EARTH... 
UNTIL THEY WERE 
DESTROYED BY THE 
MONSTERS / 


WE'LL SOON SEE 
WHICH RACE WILL 
SURVIVE... YOURS 
OR MINE! 


MAN_FROM THE 
PAST / WE KILL / 


THERE... IT IS PERFECTED AT 
LAST...NOW THERE'S NOTHING 
LEFT FOR ME TO 0O BUT 
STAKE MY LIFE ON, ITS 


SUCCESS ! 
5 


MOGYLL SOUGHT OUT HIS ENEMIES UNT/Lin 


IT WORKS! 
IT WORKS! 


THERE ! THE LAST OF THEM 


2 
NO MORE THAN A PUDDLE IN 
THE DUST! MY PEOPLE HAVE 
WON / I AM THE LAST MAN 
ON EARTH... BUT AT LEAST 
IAM AMAN... 


SAFEGUARD YOUR VALUABLES 
SECRET POCKET MONOGRAMMED 


POONEY BEET ni ps 


— = = 


D whide belt has 
se rtment. Keeps 
hing valuable 


away from asping hands. 
Protects— the body. Comes 
complete buckle mono- 


grammec Available in 
black or br 46. Only $2.98 
plus $0c § Please specify 
size, co!or 
Honor House Dept. +72MB13 — Lynbrook,N.Y. 
aeuwen~ -NY State residents ad te and local sales tax 


22 CAL. 
PELLET 


Only $ 00 
FIRING I 


“STINGER AUTOMATIC” 
50-22 Cal. Pellets Free. 


s like a real Colt ‘'45’’ auto- 
nches long — 4 inches high. 
pellets as fast as you can pull 
t for fast action, combat 
tice, FREE supply of targets 
22 cal. pellets. Money back 
if not sat Just send $1.00 plus 35c for 
postage 2 andiing. Not sold in NY City. 


HONOR HOUSE Dept472A7T13 Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 


Ny State residents add state and local sales tax. 


IMPORTED 


LOCK BLADE 
STILETTO 


9” Overall Length 
5” When Closed 


Opens instantly 
Sharp and 
Tough 
Stainless 

Steel Blade 


Flips 

openin 

stantly and 

locks auto 

matically to 

prevent acc: 

dental closing 

Razor sharp 

tough stainless 

steel blade for re 

liable use and hard 

long service Money 

back in 5 days 'f not 

satisfied. Send $2.75 

pilus 25¢ to cover post 
age and handling 


ALLEY SPORTS MO Div. 


Dept. 472ST13 
35 Wilbur Street, Lynbrook, N. Y. 11563 


ONLY 


| This is just the 
opposite. Made of flesh toned latex to fit all 
heads, really changes your appearance. Just 


send $1.00 plus 15¢ for postage and handling. 
HONOR HOUSE DEPT. £72SW 13 LYNBROOK, N.Y.11563 


Most people try to grow hair. 


“POWER AUTOMATIC” 
Pellet Firing Target Pistol 


FREE 50 Reusable $425 
22 Cal. Pellets only 1 


Rapid firing 22 cal. fully 9 inches long with the 
look and feel of an “‘undercover’’ automatic. Snap 
the ‘‘silencer’’ on or remove it for fast combat- 
type target practice. FREE 50 reusable 22 cal. 
pellets and supply of targets. Money back guaran 
tee if not satisfied. Just send $1.25 plus 35c for 
postage and handling. 


HONOR HOUSE PROD. Dept. 472PA13 
Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 
Not sold in NYC 


X-RAY SPECS 


An Hilarious Optical Wlusion 


Scientific optical principle really works. Imagine 
— you put on the ‘'X-Ray’’ Specs and hold your 
hand in front of you. You seem to be able to 
look right through the flesh and see the bones 
underneath. Look at your friend. Is that really 
his body you ‘‘see’’ under his clothes? Loads 
of laughs and fun at parties. Send only $1 blus 
25¢ shipping charges Money Back Guarantee 


HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS CORP 
Lyabrook. N Y Dept 472XR13 


20 COURSE HOME STUDY PROGRAM 


KARATE}K: 


JUDO, BOXING, SAVATE, 


Isometric Muscle Building, 
Endurance, Stunts, etc. 


Here is what you get! 
20 best KARATE Blows and Chops 
SAVATE French foot fighting . 
Nerve center anatomy chart 

JUDO throws, Jiu Jitsu holds 

Isometric muscle building course 
Encurance Exercises and lots more 


Karate Practice 
and Nerve Center Chart 


O 


Ve 


eecoeoae 


FRE 


Satisfaction guaranteed or money back. Send 
just $1.00 plus 35c for postage and handling to: 
GUARANTEED DISTRIBUTORS DEPT.472KR13 
LYNBROOK, N.Y. 11563 

i NY State residents add state and local saies tax 


LUGER°AUTOMATIC 


@ MAGAZINE LOADING CLIP. 

@ OVER 15 MOVING PARTS ONLY 

@ FULLY AUTOMATIC 

Automatic full size model $ 98 
of a Luger Automatic pistol 


—contains over 15 moving 


Leads 8 complete Net Seld tn 
New York City 


parts. 

rounds which snap into the 
hard butt simulating a Lu- 
ger. Fires 8 bullet shaped pellets. Has auto 
matic slide action. 

styrene with amazing attention 

MOST AUTHENTIC MODEL GON WE'VE EVER SEEN 


Comes to you with werking perts disassembled 
with cleverly engineered springs, full instrustions, 
supply of pellets and targets. Full 
Guarantes. Simply send $1.96 plus SOc shipping charge 
HONOR HOUSE CORP.,4721G13_ Lynbresk. N.Y. 
@ T.M. Used by consent of Stoeger Arms Corp. 
NY State residents add state and local sales tax. 


7 TALL AUTHENTIC 
S bea COLORS. 
GLOW in the (a : 


DARK EYES 
A 
mu she \h 


Imagine your friends 
shock when they see the 
“MONSTER” reaching out 
—sinister as the wildest 
nightmare. Bigger than 
life—Frankenstein—the 


man-made monster that 


terrorized the world. 7 
feet tall, with eyes that 
glow eerily in the dark 


for a special thrilling 
chill. So lifelike in au- 
thentic colors, that you'll 
probably find yourself 
talking to him. Won't 

you be surprised if he 
answers! 

There is also his perfect 
companion—BONEY the 
SKELETON—stark and 
scary—just a wonderful 
pair to set your hair on 
end. 

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
Just send $1.00 plus 35¢ 
to cover postage ana 
handling for each mon- 
ster you want. ORDER 
TWO AND SAVE. (The same 
35c for postage.and han- 
dling applies to orders 
for TWO MONSTERS—a 
total of 2 for $2.35.) 
Your money back if not 
satisfactorily. norrified. 
JUBIL-SCAN 2014 

DEPT. 472MR13 - 
LXNBROOK, N.O. 

51563 


8 MM MOTION PICTURE 
vor ee" PROJECTOR 


ONLY 
$698 


Complete 


FREE: NEW THRILLING SENSATION 


Add 3-D Stereo effect with ‘'Miracle Specs’ 
which makes people look so full and real you 
can reach out and touch them. One pair 
comes with each projector. Additional pairs 
are $2.98 each. 


FEATURES: 


¢ Sturdy Construction © Speed Control for fast 
¢ Complete with Screen or slow motion 

¢ Projects color or ¢ Guaranteed 

black and white 
Peneiiieneas 
HAVE ALL THE FUN OF PRIVATE MOVIES 
NOW AT THIS LOW PRICE 

Precision engineered and compact. Completely 
portable in its own case. Needs no electric outlet 
since it is battery operated. So simple and safe 
to use even a child can operate it. Its double lens 
focusing is sure and easy for bright, clear pictures. 


10 DAY FREE TRIAL—Money back guarantee on 
10 day free trial. Don’t delay—send $6.98 plus 
75c for postage and handling or send $1.00 good 
will deposit and pay postman balance on delivery 
plus C.0.D. and postage charges. Add $2.98 for 
each pair of additional ‘‘Miracle Specs.” 


HONOR HOUSE PROD. CORP., DEPT. 472NP13 
Lynbrook, New York 1.1563 
N. Y. State Residents add applicable Sales Tax. 


+ 


27 WAS LATER IN THE EVENING | | WITH THE CHANGE, CAME | \MOGYLL ROAMED THE EARTH LOOKING 
WHEN MOGYLL CAUGHT A 


GLIMPSE OF H/MSELF /N 
THE FOOL... 


~, 


ry, ) 
CHANGING: T...IM 


NOT A MAN 


i 
I'M BECOMING She) 
OF THEM / 


( I..I/M FIN 


THE MACHINE WORKEP AVE MOGYLL 
VOURNEYEOD BACK 70 THE PAYS OF 
HIS ANCESTORS / 


THE FIRST ONE 70 SEE MOGYLL FROZE 


/N TERROR , BUT THE TERROR DIDN'T LAST 


LONG, FOR MOGYLL WORKED QUICKLY. 


A STRANGE, UNREASON- | 
ING HATE FOR THE 
PEOPLE OF OLL.., 


BOMB AND A BLOODY 
MONSTER OUT OF ME! 
MY MIND IS INTACT! I 
MUST GO BACK IN TIME 
AND DESTROY THOSE 


/ THEY MADE THE ATOMIC ) 


FOR A TIME MACHINE HE READ 
ABOUT IN THE EBOOK OF SCIENCE 
AND ONE PAY HE FOUND /7... 


wu MY SEARCH IS OVER. THERE'S THE 
TIME MACHINE, OUSTY BUT USEFUL! 
IF IT WORKS I CAN TRAVEL BACK 
INTO THE TWENTYTH CENTURY 
AND CONFORM THOSE 
DEVILS WHO BEGAN | 
il & 


RESPONSIBLE! / ALL THIS J 


ae, 
AND _MOGYLL EMERGED IN THE ZOTH CENTURY... 
pe 


I AM HERE.I NOW CAN 
DESTROY THOSE WHO 
ARE RESPONSIBLE FOR 
MAKING ME WHAT 


raved 
ame 
Aa 
Tr 
Ban 


AND NOW FORTHE NEXT... . 
AND THE NEXT...AND THE NEXT: “4 
I MUST KILL TO AVENGE MY 
PEOPLE. jum 


AND SO 
/7 GOES. 
ane 


CONTINUES 
7TO CARRY 

OUT MANS 
DISEASE 


